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SONGS IN THE NIGHT. 



" But none saith, Where is God, my Maker, 
Who giveth songs in the night ? " 

^ —Job,XXXV;10. 



gONGS in the night ! — They are stealing 
^ O'er us with faith-giving power ; 
Voices of love are revealing 

God in the gloomiest hour. 
Paradise opens her portals 

When the last day-beam expires ; 
Music, then, made by immortals, 
Flows from celestial lyres. 

Sounds of euphonious numbers, 

Ringing with rhythm and rhyme, 
Come to us oft in our slumbers. 

Bringing a charm in their chime ; 
And when our slumbers are broken, 

Darkness is dearer than light- 
Since the Inspirer hath spoken : 

** God giveth songs in the nights 
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Songs for the sightless are sounding 

Softly thro' all the long night; 
Symphonies sweetest abounding 

Send to his sorrow delight ; 
Voices of visitants vernal, 

Mingle at midnight and mom ; 
Visions of Springtime supernal, 

Bright in his bosom are bom. 

Nature and Heaven uniting 

Sing to the silent and sad ; 
Wooing and warmly inviting 

All to rejoice and be glad. 
Join the sweet chorus, O daughters 

Of music, and emulate these ; 
Join with the winds and the waters,— 

Join with the birds and the bees ! 

Take from your temple of treasures, 

Teeming with beautiful things, 
Melting, mellifluous measures, 

Such as the nightingale sings ; 
Ye who have glad hearts and voices, 

Full of affection and song, 
Sing till the saddest rejoices — 

Sing till the weakest is strong. 

Sing to the sleepless and sighing 
Songs such as seraphs have sung ; 

Drive away doubts from the dying — 
Keep away cares from the young ! 
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Songs in the night ever sounding, 
Still let your harmonies roll ! 

Symphonies sacred surrounding, 
Solace and cheer the sad soul. 

Floweret, and forest, and fountain, 

All have song- voices for me ; 
Melodies melt o'er the mountain ; 

Music floats up from the sea. 
Music the sweet stars are sending 

Down from their archway of light ; 
Air, earth, and ocean are blending 

'Neath the pavilion of night ! 

Angels to woo and to win me, 

Sent from the sweet choirs above, 
Down to the spirit within me. 

Sing of the Fountain of Love. 
O ! Let our hearts ever praise Him — 

Author of life, love and light ! 
Paeans of gratitude raise Him 

** Who giveth songs in the night, ^^ 
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THE NIGHT OF YEARS. 



MHE test is o^er, my lot is cast, 

* f^ And Fate's decree is given ; 

The happiest hour of life is past, 

And hope's last cord is riven. 

O blindness ! Crown of human woe, — 
Life's badge of hopeless sorrow — 

Nor demon spirits e'er shall know 
A darker, gloomier horror. 

Cold dungeon-shades, dread gloom of glooms, 
Dark night that has no ending; 

What heart can 'bide this doom of dooms 
Relentless Fate is sending ? 

Ah, hapless mortal doomed to live ! 

When all that's dear has flown, — 
When the best boon that earth could give 

Is clouded, dimmed and gone. 
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When light and hope and joy are dead, 

And darkness veils the eye, 
'Twere better that the soul had fled, 

'Twere sweeter then, to die ! 

Unceasing Darkness, 'neath thy wing, 
What cheer may mortals find ? 

Nor light nor change the seasons bring. 
To glad the joyless blind. 

'Tis dawn — sweet smile the orient skies 

In robes of crimson dressed ; 
They light no more these beamless eyes. 

Nor cheer this troubled breast. 

'Tis noon — a flood of golden light 
Shines radiant on my brow — 

But clouds and shadows dark as night, 
Are all that greet me now. 

*Tis night — it brings no deeper gloom. 

No smiling moonlit scene ; 
No sparkling gems of light illume 

The vaulted sky serene. 

And gladsome Spring comes o*er the hills, 
Bedecked with blushing flowers ; 

But not for tne shall gleam her rills 
Amid her fragrant bowers. 



10 THE WU5HT or YEARS. 

And Summer, verdure-crowned, will come, 

Queen of the passing year ; 
With naught to charm but wild bees' hum, 

And wild birds' music clear. 

And Autumn's mellow days will dawn — 
Blest days my heart held dear ; 

And Winter with his white robe on, 
Will greet the new-bom year ; 

But their bright changing scenes will shed 

Upon my path no ray ; 
For I, in darkness drear and dread. 

Must grope my weary way. 

But sadder yet than all, one thought 
My heart comes stealing o'er; 

That face of friend, divinely wrought. 
Shall glad these eyes no more. 

A mother's kindly voice I hear, — 
But ah ! the form— the face— - 

Those looks of love, from one so dear, 
' Twere heaven again to trace. 

Alas ! th^t bliss may never be ; 
. ' Tis past — the magic spell ; 
Still let me share her love for me. 
For none hath loved so well. 
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And gentle sisters linger near, 

Pride of my happier youth, 
With sweetest tones of hope and cheer, — 

Promptings of love and truth ; 

But ah ! the beaming glance that spoke 

A language dearer yet, 
Is felt no more— -the sun that woke 

Life's brightest joys is set. 

The care and love of brothers too, 

' Tis still my lot to share — 
Thank Heaven ! the boon of kindred true 

Brings hope, where else despair,— 

Hope, that betimes some joyous gleam 

May on my pathway dawn, 
Though dry the fountain, dead the stream, 

Whence pleasure's draughts are drawn. 

And many a faithful friend would fain 

Dispel the rayless gloom. 
That clouds my sorrowing brow — but vain 

Their will to break the doom. 

I share their kindness, own its power. 

And grateful, yearn to see 
A happier day, a brighter hour, 

To bless their sympathy. 
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The eye speaks clearer than the tongue. 
The heart's deep gratitude ;— 

Its language unexpressed, unsung. 
Yet always understood. 

Has power to make a paradise 
In hearts that love us best — 

Oh ! could I thus, with speaking eyes, 
Bless whom ray soul hath blest ! 

I loved to scan the favorite page 

And gather gems of lore, 
And wondering trace from age to age 

The changing scenes of yore. 

That pleasure, too, is gone forever ; 

And must I then remain 
In doubt and ignorance, and never 

Enjoy that boon again? — 

Never, while life's dull stream is flowing, 

Revisit learning's shrine ? 
Nor read the Word of Truth, all glowing 

With light and love divine ? 

And must it be ? Oh ! tell me Heaven ! 

In kindness, dry these tears, — 
And say, will no bright mom be given 

To end this night of years? 
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Oh ! for one passing hour of day, 

To view those scenes again, 
Where erst, I took my joyous way 

Through forest, field and glen ; — 

To gaze upon the awfiil deep 

Of ocean, blent with air, 
Where billows roll, and lightnings leap, 

And read a Sovereign there ; — - 

To trace the radient orbs that glance 

In Heaven's blue canopy ; 
To catch the glowing countenance 

Of friends so dear to me. 

It ne'er may be — 'tis madness — folly, 

To dream of joys like these ; 
And yet it lights my melancholy 

To hope against decrees. 

I'll dream of hope no more — 'tis vain ! 

Ah ! friends, so true, so kind. 
Ye little know what gloom and pain 

Enshroud the young and blind. 

But soon life's woes will pass away, 

Its storms and shadows cease ; 
And soon shall dawn a glorious day 

Of endless light and peace; 
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Oh ! God, impart an inward ray, — 
Doubts, fears and gloom dispel ; 

And teach this murmuring tongue to say, 
** He doeth all things well.'' 
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THE POWER OF SYMPYTHY. 



tSAW as I wandered, unpurposed, alone, 
A youth whom misfortune had claimed as her 

own. 
The smile that was wont o'er his features to play, 
And the glow from his cheeks, had now^ faded 

away; 
The luster that shone from his bright beaming 

eyes. 
Had gone like the stars from the cloud-mantled 

skies ; 
Disease on his brow her pale fingers had laid, 
And sad were the changes that sorrow had 

made; 
And he felt that his woes were too grievous to 

bear. 
As he lay at the portals of death, in despair; 
And naught through the shadows a sunbeam 
^ could throw. 

But the dim recollection of joys long ago. 

But sympathy came with her angelic power. 
Like a seraph sent down from some heavenly 
bower. 
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To cheer the lone spirit, whom sorrow and 

care 
Had lured to the vortex of rayless despair,— 
To rouse the mind's energies, slumbering and 

still. 
And to plant in his bosom fresh cheer and fresh 

will; 
To wake the dead memories of days that were 

gone,— 
Of loves, joys and friendships, in manhood's 

fair dawn, 
When the bright stream of life was unclouded 

by pain,— 
And unite them securely by hope's golden chain 
To the future, that life's stream might flow 

evermore. 
Smoothly on as it flowed 'mid the bright scenes 

of yore. 

His heart became lighter beneath her mild ray, 
And the gloom from his visage passed quickly 

away. 
For he felt the sweet influence that friendship 

had shed, 
Like the odors of Spring, round his sorrowing 

bed; 
And he knew that each loved one was lingering 

there. 
To relieve every burden by kindness and care ; 
And he caught every accent and dwelt on each 

tone. 
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Of affection from hearts that beat true to his 

own; 
And he said in his heart, I will live to repay 
The good, who have chased all my sorrow 

away ; 
Then the sunbeams of hope his dark pillow 

overspread, 
And a halo of joy-beams encircled his head. 

So he rose from the couch of affliction and pain, 
And walked in the beauty of sunlight again ; 
And I saw how his visage with gratitude 

glowed 
When he spoke of the kindness that others 

bestowed. 
O ! ye lovers of virtue ; with generous hearts, 
Have ye felt the enchantment a kind look 

imparts ? 
Have ye tasted the nectar of sympathy's cup, 
When affliction had sealed all your energies up ? 
Have ye heard the sweet music of one gentle 

word 
That deep in your spirits such happiness 

stirred ?i 
Then know ye the virtue, when evils betide, 
Of a balm above all, that the wounded have 

tried. 

Ye cold and unloving, unblest and untrue. 
Have the charms of its sweetness been lavished 

on you, 
And still have ye felt no emotion divine ? 
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No tendrils of lasting affection entwine 

Round the hearts of the kind ones who loved 

you so well ? 
Then there*s less in your feeling of heaven than 

hell; 
For the soul in whose bosom humanity lives, 
Is touched by the magic that sympathy gives ; 
And his heart will beat warmly and truly for 

those 
Whose kind, soothing accents have softened his 

woes; 
And will give unto others, when evils betide, 
The balm above all, that the wounded have 

tried. 
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THE BLIND MAN TO HIS WIFE. 



fULANIA, I've memories ever of thee, 
Through the shadowy vista of years, I see 
The cloudless brow of a maiden free, 

Unwooed, yet my ideal wife. 
I've memories sweet of a trusting young bride, 
Embarked on a life-voyage close by my side. 
And I've memories sad of the ills that have tried 
To embitter the joys of my life. 

I know that the sun in his downward race. 
Looks lovingly back on my saddened face ; 
For I feel the glow and the warm embrace, 

Of his beams, as they flit from the skies ; 
And I know that thy countenance, beaming 

bright. 
Is bathing my brow with its calm, sweet light; — 
But the curtains are down, and I see only night 

In the sunlight and light of thine eyes. 

But, Julania, though clouds of affliction have 

come. 
And bemantled my prospects with midnight's 

deep gloom, 
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There is light in my heart, there is love in my 
home, 

And my wealth and my comfort are these : 
One soul full of sympathy, one kindred mind. 
One heart ever true and one voice ever kind. 
One child to caress me ; and calmly resigned, 

I dwell in contentment and peace. 

Say not that old Time's busy fingers have laid 
On thy young heart a gloom, on thy visage a 

shade. 
And over thy brow, half exultingly made 

His furrows of sorrow and care ; 
I mark not the changes the spoiler has wrought ; 
The past is a canvas with life-paintings fraught ; 
And glowing with smiles and intelligent 
thought. 

Thou art pictured unchangeably there. 

And if heaven, for ages, our lives could spare, 
I should see thee a maiden with dark flowing 

hair, 
And fancy thy brow and thy cheek still fair, 

And thy step still elastic and light ; 
And this happy illusion, in part, would suffice 
For the want of that rapture that comes 

through the eyes. 
If time my ideal should never surprise. 
By unvailing the real to sight. 

Julania, thy vow thou hast faithfully kept, — 
In'my joys thou hast smiled, in my woes thou 
hast wept ; 
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And in dark hours of sickness while others have 
slept, 
Thou hast watched o'er my pillow alone. 
May our vows, so oft made at the altar of 

prayer, 
Be as sacredly guarded from sin's luring snare, 
And the love-bond increase, till with angels, we 
share. 
In the joys that no mortal hath known. 

I've memories, Julania, blest memories of thee ; 

And thy glance and thy smile, shall I never- 
more see ? 

Yes, I know, when the shadows of earth shall 
all flee, 
I, thy radiant face shall behold 

Over Jordan's dark tide, where the angels 
abide, — 

Where no eye is bedimmed and no pleasure 
denied, — 

In that beautiful Aidenn, and walk by thy side, 
Through the city whose streets are of gold. 
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THE STRANGER'S LETTER. 



RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO R. K. EASTMAN. 



^'^OW fond the the tidings of a friend 
^^h> Whose kindness we have known ! 
How dear the magic words that blend 

His memories with our own ! 
But fonder, dearer yet to me, 
A stranger's heaven-taught sympathy. 

Time's chariot wheels, how slow ye roll ! 

Long, long, has been the night ; 
Yet, through the windows of my soul, 

There comes no gleam of light ; 
My heart is sick, my soul is sad. 
And Nature seems in mourning clad. 

Earth has no fair and flowery spot. 

And life no genial ray. 
To cheer the blind man's weary lot, 

Or light his lonely way ; 
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His feet, no beacon star to g^ide, 
Across life's desertj dark and wide. 

The world is heartless, false and vain. 

And friendship but a dream ; 
Nor rich, nor poor, may hope to gain 

Friends who are what they seem ; 
For hearts deemed warmest oft grow cold, 
The god men worship most, is gold. 

*Twas thus I felt, and murmured, when 

A stranger's letter came ; 
But in my cheerful heart since then, 

I've blessed its author's name; 
And on my list of friends, I've set 
That name, although we never met. 

As fall the welcome Summer showers, 

Upon the thirsty hills, 
Imparting fragrance to the flowers, 

And music to the rills, 
So fell that stranger's words of cheer, 
Upon my heart's leaves, brown and sere. 

Then hope revived, and with it came 

Fresh confidence in man ; 
And Charity, that will not blame, 

If else than blame she can, 
Saw thence, more good than ill, and less 
In man to censure, than to bless. 
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Then Cheerfulness resumed her seat, 

And Reason took the helm, 
And Joy returned on tripping feet. 

From Horror's ghostly realm ; 
While sweet Content and Patience mild, 
With all their sister graces smiled. 

The truth that stranger taught, is this : 

Whatever our lot maj^ be, 
There still is room for happiness ; 

And though the world to me 
Is dark as night, no star to shine. 
There's many a sadder lot than mine. 

Thus, when I feel that though just Heaven 

One blessing has withdrawn, 
Ten thousand more are kindly given, — 

My sorrows all are gone. 
Earth is not barren, cold and drear. 
For peace and hope are with me here. 

The pomp. and luxuries of life, 
My humbled heart craves not ; 

Give me the wealth of home and wife. 
And friends with gold unbought ; 

And while such priceless joys are mine. 

My grateful heart will ne'er repine. 

Though slow my step, and dark the way 

Across life's dreary wild. 
My heart is warmed with love's soft ray. 
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From mother, wife and child. 
But in its secret chambers yet, 
There's room for one I ne'er have met. 

And why did thus a stranger's words 
Such new, glad thoughts inspire ? 

' Twas sympathy that touched the chords 
Upon this sad heart's lyre, 

And wakened tones that Jinger yet, 

Too sweet for Friendship to forget. 

He too, had felt his hopes depart,— 

Had known affliction's gloom ; 
Had seen the idol of his heart 

Borne sadly to the tomb. 
' Twas this, that to a stranger blind, 
His heart's warm sympathies inclined. 

And though a stranger still, 'twere strange 

And heartless not to bless 
One who has taught my heart to change 

Despair for happiness ; 
So on my list of firiends, I've set. 
The name of one I never met. 

Then stranger, who with kindly ray, 
Hast lit my path toward Heaven, 

If unto thee this simple lay 
Of gratitude be given. 

Forgive the minstrel's tuneless strings. 

And take the warm heart's offerings. 
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How kind the counsels of old friends, 

When stricken, sad and lone ! 
How fond each word that sweetly blends 

Their feelings with our own ! 
But kinder counsels, fonder words, 
A stranger's sympathy affords. 
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ONLY DREAMING. 



^N the sightless bard's ideal, 

^ There are charms above the real, 

To enrapture and console ; 

Fancy and Imagination 

Picture many a fair creation 

On his mind's unlettered scroll ; — 

But in dreams, what inspiration 

Paints the canvas of his soul ! 

In his darkness, cold and lonely, 

Lighted by kind visions only. 

Brightest pictures come and go, — 

Like a changing panorama 

Of fair scenes from Nature's drama, 

That enchanted long ago ; 

And in sleep so sweet and balmy. 

He forgets the waking woe. 
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So I'm dreaming, fondly dreaming 

Of the gorgeous sunset gleaming, 

As I oft have dreamed before ; 

Ah ! the sight is only seeming 

Of this rich effulgence streaming 

Over woodland, vale and moor. 

Thro' the slow night-hours Tm dreaming 

Dreams that mock me o'er and o'er. 

Only dreaming, sweetly dreaming. 
With a wondrous life-like seeming. 
Of fair faces seen no more ; — 
Of soft eyes with love-light gleaming. 
Tenderly and fondly beaming 
On me as they beamed of yore. 
Sweet delusion ! still I'm dreaming 
Dreams that thrill me o'er and o'er. 

Only dreaming, nightly dreaming, 
Of the pale moon's sudden beaming 
Through the fleecy clouds of white ; — 
Of the rainbow in the heaven, 
And the starry gems of even 
Lighting up the brow of night. 
Oh ! to me in dreams are given 
All things beautiful and bright ! 

Only dreaming, wildly dreaming — 
Noon or night, my brain is teeming 
With sweet visions ever bright. 
Glorious Light ! in midnight trances, 
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Or in day-dreams' golden fancies, 
Glad I hail thee, glorious Light ! 
Glad I welcome thy sweet glances, 
Be thy coming noon or night. 

Oft in dreams my soul is lighted, 
And o'er hopes forever blighted 
Beams of amber light are shed ; 
But I wake ; and lo ! a sable 
Pall of cold impenetrable 
Darkness over all is spread — 
Joy a myth, an empty fable — 
Hope, a transient meteor, fled. 

Then in tears my spirit lingers, 
Till soft Sleep with balmy fingers. 
Wooes me back to Lethe's shore ; 
There, no longer sad, forsaken, 
By sweet dreams again o'ertaken. 
All my murmurings are o'er ; 
So I sleep, and dream, and waken, — 
But the day dawns nevermore. 

Ah ! if dreaming thus could only 
Dissipate the darkness lonely. 
When my happy dreams are o'er — 
But the forms in my Elysian 
Scenes are phantoms of a vision ; 
And I'm dreaming as before, 
Dreams that hold me in derision, — 
Dreams that mock me evermore. 
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II. 

Is it Fate's unholy mission 
^ To deny the soul's petition, 
And withhold its happiness ? 
Shall his mantle dark, concealing- 
Every ray of Truth's revealing. 
Hide the world of light from this ? 
To what oracle appealing. 
Shall I find the fount of bliss ? 

Why should reason burst a bubble 
Floating o'er a sea of trouble 
To a sunlit, emerald shore ? 
Why should cruel Fate be making 
Merry o'er a heart that's breaking, 
Tantalized and wounded sore ? 
When awaking, why this aching, — 
Aching at my bosom's core ? 

Why have grown these locks so hoary, 
Waiting for a gleam of glory 
That alone in dreams appears ? 
Why to other eyes is given 
All the light of Nature's heaven. 
But to mine this night of tears ? — 
Night that has no morn or even — 
. Starless, lingering ** night of years." 

Yielding to a moment's madness. 
Shall I curse this doom' of sadness ? 
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Curse the illl cannot cure ? 
Curse the bane I cannot banish, 
And the veil that will not vanish 
Into sunlight warm and pure ? 
Or in silence, like the Danish 
Hero, all mj woes endure? 

Waiting for my locks to lengthen — , 
Waiting for my arms to strengthen, 
That the spoiler may be slain ? 
Vainly, I may wish and wonder. 
Vainly purpose, plan and ponder— 
Light nor strength will come again, 
Night is here, and night is yonder — 
Ever, with its blighting bane. 

*Tis a night that has no dawning, 
'Tis a cavern deep and yawning ; 
'Tis a prison, walled, secure. 
With a demon for its warden ; 
'Tis a waste without a garden. 
That the sightless must endure ; 
Nature's laws permit no pardon, 
They are changeless, stem and sure. 

** Every ill had its beginning 
In the lawlessness of sinning"— 
Sages tell us this and more : 
That in body, mind and spirit, 
We some malady inherit, 
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From some Adam gone before ; 
Though too oft our own demerit 
Brings the misery we deplore. 

But where'er the mischief started, 
With ourselves or those departed — 
Must we suffer while we stay 
For some deed we cannot mention, 
Done perchance without intention ? — 
Some transgression far away ? 
And are woes beyond prevention, 
Just, as penalties to pay ? 

Oh ! tor some strong arm to save us 
From the tyrants that enslave us 
In the bonds of pain and grief! 
Vain and comfortless the teaching 
Of philosophy or preaching. 
That can promise no relief! — 
That from past to future reaching. 
Finds for man no golden sheaf. 

III. 
Reason, Judgment, and Volition 
Have a high and noble mission. 
But will guide the soul amiss. 
That to Nature's archway turning, 
Where the golden lamps are burning, 
Would enquire the way to bliss ; 
For proud Science, Art and Learning 
Never learn where Heaven is. 
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Faith, that in the darkest season 
Soars beyond the reach of reason, 
Brings sweet comfort from above ; — 
Brings a light for man to borrow, . 
Brings a balm for hearts that sorrow, 
In the message * God is love ; ' — 
Brings to all a glad to-morrow. 
Who to-day His mercy prove. 

Let me then forbear repining, 
Purer light for me is shining, 
Seen through Faith's illumined eyes ; 
Hope and mercy sweetly blending, 
To this veil of night descending. 
Change its gloom to paradise ; 
While the bow of promise, bending 
O'er me, calms my rising sighs. 

Dreaming is the bliss of blindness — 
Visions bright, ye come in kindness 
To illume this night-clad shore ; 
But above your glint of seeming. 
Heaven's own love-lit rays are streaming 
Through the darkness I deplore ; 
And the glory of their beaming, 
Shall be curtained nevermore. 

May the springs of joy remaining, 
Keep me thankful, uncomplaining, 
And all gloomy thoughts dispel — 
Even dreams are welcome blessings, 
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Sent through Nature's kind caressingvS, 
Tales of love and joy to tell ; — 
Thrilling with their sweet impressings, 
Like the tones of Israfel. 

Selfish aims and ends can never 
Prompt a noble, kind endeavor — 
* Love ' is the divine behest ; 
They who but for self have striven, 
Thankless for what God hath given 
Others, never can be blest ; 
But from sweet content are driven 
On the billows of unrest. 

When we own each man a brother. 
When we learn to love each other, 
When all strife and hate are o'er. 
Then the sheen of heavenly treasure 
Will impart a gleam of pleasure 
To the eye, unlit before, — 
Like a lamp beyond its azure, 
Shining through the open door. 

What though disappointed ever. 
When I wake from dreams, and never 
Comes a ray of earth-light more — 
Silent be the tempter's prating, 
Patient be my weary waiting,— 
Waiting till the night is o'er; 
Till my spirit-eyes dilating. 
Scan the bright eternal shore. 
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Soon on Love's unfailing pinions, 
Over Beulah's fair dominions, 
Shall this free, glad spirit soar ; 
Where the real, not the seeming, 
Where the worth of Christ's redeeming, 
I shall see, as ne'er before ; 
And amid celestial beaming. 
Dreams shall mock me nevermore. 
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THE INQUIRY. 



WRITTEN WHEN THE AUTHOR'S PARTIALLY RESTORED SIGHT 
WAS GRADUALLY FAILING. 



^UST I go into sorrow and darkness again, 
Where no beacon of light may shine ? 
Will this poor, cloudy vision that lingers, still 

wane. 
And my last ray of comfort decline 

Forever, forever? — 
This dim dusky vision that lingers all wane, 
And my last hope and comfort decline ? 

Must the dear holy visage of friends fade away ? 

And the sunlight around me expire? 

WiU the bloom and the beauty of earth all 

decay? 
And mourning be Nature's attire 

Forever, forever? — 
The glories and beauties of earth all decay, 
And Nature in mourning attire ? 
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Must the bright, rolling river grow darksome 

and drear? 
And the moonbeams all turn into night? 
And the stars set in darkness, no more to 

appear, 
But in dreams of departed delight, 

Forever, forever? — 
The stars, the bright stars, shall they never 

appear, 
But in visions of vanished delight ? 

Shall the lofty old mountain of verdure and 

bloom. 
And the lake with its woodland, so near 
To my own native village, . be shrouded in 

gloom. 
And the dim land of shadows appear. 

Forever, forever? — 
Lake, mountain and woodland, be shrouded in 

gloom, 
In the dark land of shadows so drear ? 

Must I wander in darkness, unloved and alone. 

Till the gloom of life's journey is o'er? 

And the hope that I cherished— hope now that 

has flown, 
Shall it dwell in this bosom no more. 

Forever, forever? — 
The hope that was joyous and bright, has it 

flown, 
To return nevermore, nevermore ? 
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Oh ! the joys that I knew when the pure laugh- 
ing light 

Of heaven I welcomed each day, 

Ere the spoiler had come with his withering 
blight, 

And turned all my joys to decay, 
Forever, forever ! — 

The wretch, the destroyer, with poisonous 
blight. 

Who turned all mj^ joys to decay. 

The sunbeams are fading, all fading away. 
How faintly and dimly they blend ! 
Each dark flitting shadow, each tremulous ray. 
Is the prelude to night that shall end 

Ah, never! no, never! — 
Each shadowy specter, each tremulous ray. 
Is a herald of gloom ne'er to end. 

I must go into sorrow and darkness again, 

Where no beacon of hope may shine; 

Oh! then may this poor, cloudy vision but 

wane. 
For the glories of light divine. 
Forever, forever ! — 
This dim mortal vision of earth but wane. 
For a vision of glory divine. 

Though my life's journey lead where the light 

never strays, 
Where affliction's dark waves ever roll ; 
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Though her windows be darkened, God's merci- 
ful rays 

Can pervade and enlighten the soul 
Forever, forever ; — 

Though her casket be smitten, God's mercy can 
raise. 

Can redeem and enrapture the soul. 

Then I'll wake from my dark dream of sorrow, 

and praise 
My Creator, whose judgments are right ; 
For these shadowy specters, these tremulous 

rays, 
To my soul are the heralds of light 

That shall linger forever ; — 
These shadows and specters, these tremulous 

rays, 
But the dawning of mercy's own light. 
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DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO WISH TO AID THEIR COUNTRY, BUT 
HAVE NO SONS TO SEND HER IN THE HOUR OF DANGER. 



^^ELP the soldier, haste to send him 
^ Messages of truth and love ; — 
Prayers that angels may attend him, 

Bringing blessings from above ; — 
Pledges to protect and cherish 

Those he loves, in want and woe ; 
Though he in the strife should perish 

By the fierce malignant foe. 

Help the war-worn, wounded hero. 
Home returned from gory fields. 

Maimed and famished by the Nero 
Who rebellion's scepter wields; 

Help your country's brave defender — 
Scars can speak, if hearts can feel ; 

Ye who have no sons to send her. 
Heed their eloquent appeal. 
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Help the patriot, who hath given 

Willing sons, your homes to save ; 
Help, ere on your heart just heaven 

Stamps the record, misery knave. 
Help with raiment, food and labor ; 

Charity's rewards are sure ; 
Help a worthy suffering neighbor. 

Help the humble, help the poor. 

Help the widow, when death severs 

All the fondest tie® of earth ; 
Gentle words and kind endeavors, 

Surely are of heavenly birth. 
Help, all selfish thoughts unheeding. 

Bless her cottage on the moor — 
Hark ! the voice of love is pleading. 

Help the widow y lone and poor. 

Help the fatherless, whose mother. 

Widowed by relentless war. 
Lives for love and seeks to smother 

Sighs, that oft their joys would mar. 
When the cold blasts of December, 

Wail around your cottage door. 
Ye whom heaven hath blest, remember 

Pity, and protect the poor. 

Help the orphan, ah ! if only 
Sympathy, our hearts could move, 

For the helpless, sad and lonely. 
Pining for a parent's love ! 
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Wipe the bitter tear-drops falling, 
Bid their sinking hopes endure ; 

Listen, man, thy God is calling, — 
Help the orphan, help the poor. 

Weary eyes bedimmed with sorrow 

For the loved in battle slain ; 
Vacant hearts, that ne'er may borrow 

Happiness from earth again ; 
Lips that scarce can lisp the tidings ; 

Woes too bitter to endure, — 
Speak to us in moumftil chidings, 

** Help the suflFering, help the poor.'* 
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^HE struggle was over, the life-current chilled, 

^^ And Charlie slept sweetly at last ; 

And the hearts of the thoughtless street-laugh- 
ers were thrilled, 

As the sobs of a mother the death-chamber 
filled, 
Whence the soul of her darling had passed. 

And I wept — let the heartless and cold call me 
weak — 
O'er the stranger-boy's pillow I wept; 
My full heart overflowed, though my lips did 

not speak ; 
And its language expressed, was a tear on the 
cheek — 
A tear for the fair one that slept. 

I had seen not his countenance — ah ! I am blind ; 

But I fancied it gleaming with joy. 
When I heard his soft accents so gentle and 
kind ; 
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And I knew my heart's tendrils were fondly 
entwined 
' Round the heart of that sweet stranger-boy. 

Though but twice we had met, yet I loved him 
so well, 
I could weep where they laid him to rest ; 
And my heart for that mother will oftentimes 

swell 
With emotions of sympathy words cannot tell, 
As she mourns for the loved and the blest. 

How bitter her tears! and her anguish how 
wild! 

As she stood in that chamber of gloom. 
And tenderly gazed on the form of her child 
In death calmly resting, so meek and so mild. 

On the morrow to rest in the tomb. 

And when on the morrow the noontide was 
past. 
And the gazers that stood * round his bier. 
Had looked on the face of the sleeper their last, 
And on the strange mourner cold glances had 
cast. 
From eyes all undimmed by a tear ; — 

She wept o'er the dead as no other could weep — 

God comfort that lone mother's heart ; 
She hath sown in sad tears, but in joy she shall 
reap, 
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When her sweet child, her only, her cherub asleep, 
She shall meet where the good never part. 

Heaven pity and comfort that mother, bereft 

Of her darling, her hope, and her joy ; 
Though lonely and childless and comfortless 

left. 
May she cling to that Rock for the sorrowing 
cleft. 
Till she flies to her sweet cherub boy. 
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fRIEND Annie, thou hast asked me for a 
thought, 
In this, thy sacred treasury of thoughts. 
Where friendship's hand alone hath right to 

place 
The willing tribute its true heart would bring. 
Would it were mine to give thee one good 

thought, — 
One new, essential, high, angelic truth, — 
Whose cheering light might animate thy soul 
To stem the threatening waves of destiny, 
When life's sure sorrows come, and clouds 

obscure 
The sunny skies of hope. But no such thought 
I bring thee. Time, unasked, will teach thee 

much 
Of earth's philosophy; and thou wilt learn 
To solve its mysteries, and gather gems 
Of truth without my teaching. Time will be 
Thy teacher, but he'll let thee choose thy task. 
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Be truth and virtue, then, thy choice; learn well, 
And take thy place with sages ; all must learn, 
For all are pupils gathering good or ill ; 
But they alone are blessed, who learn aright. 
Life is our term ; if diligent, its days 
Of weariness will end in peacefui rest. 
I would not dim the luster of thine eyes, 
Nor crush the buds of promise in thy heart ; 
1 would not hide with sorrow's gloomy vail, 
The rainbow-tints of hope that gild thy sky. 
But Time's a stern old teacher, thou wilt find ; 
He will not be so tender of young hopes ; 
What lessons he may teach thee, none may tell, 
Perchance, sarf lessons — nay, I will not guess; 
Yet, hear my humble teaching, if thou wilt : 
In youth, false fancy ever thinks the hour 
Of perfect bliss is near, when every want 
And care shall cease; but that hour never comes. 
' Tis folly thus to wait for happiness. 
Make this thy rule of life — be happy now; 
Nor hope to<j much of earth; and though thy lot 
Be weary, and thy joys fail one by one, 
With stoic strength remember thou hast Istill 
More pleasure and less pain than some sad hearts 
Whose sun has set in darkness. Did we know 
The real woe of others, we should oft 
Overlook our own light burdens, and forget 
To ask of them the balm of sympathy. 
Then rear not palaces in air too frail. 
To stand the shock of time, lest all thy hopes 
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Be crushed beneath their ruins. Count the days 
Of sunshine, but forget the nights of gloom ; 
And put not off the time of happiness, 
Nor from the future borrow useless pain, 
Nor mourn unreal ills ; but cheerful walk 
Where e'er thy duty calls, however deep 
Through misery's doleful vale thy journey lead ; 
And when the goal is reached, with eyes 

undimmed 
Thou 'It calmly look • through memory's magic 

glass. 
Along the green arcade of well spent years. 
And see no gloom, and feel no vain regrets. 
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^EAR Willie, thy loved form is gone and for- 
^ ever — 
We miss thy sweet prattle and joy-beaming 
eyes; 
We have laid thee to rest, and our bosoms will 
never 
Be stirred by thy laughter or pained by thy 
sighs. 

Our hearts o'er thy ashes will weep like the 
willow ; 

Thy brother, all lonely, will seek thee in vain ; 
One seat in our circle is vacant ; one pillow 

Will never be pressed by our darling again. 

When the eventide gathers, one prayer is not 
spoken ; 
And when the mom breaketh, one laugh is 
not heard ; 
But we guard as a treasure each toy and each 
token. 
We cherish each love-kiss and innocent word. 
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Like a flower gently borne from the shades of 
the wild-wood, 
To gardens of sunshine and fountains of love, 
Thou wert borne from earth's woes in the dawn 
of thy childhood, 
To bask and to bloom in the Eden above. 

Then why should we mourn, though our fond 
hopes are blighted ? 
Our Father in mercy hath called thee away 
From the dangers of earth; and our souls, 
reunited. 
Shall rest in His love, through an unending 
day. 

No sickness, no sighing, no pain, death or 
sorrow. 

Shall enter, to mar our delightful abode ; 
No sunset, no darkness, no fears for to-morrow. 

But glory and light, emanating from God. 
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^gRIGHT spring-time of existence! Sunniest 
^ spot 

In all the walks of time ! to which we turn 
Our weary, wandering eyes, in sober years, 
For gladsome beams of earthly happiness, 
Unmixed with present ills ; and find as oft 
As we return, through memory's green arcades. 
Fresh flowers, whose fragrance long ago we 

breathed ; 
Bright streams of babbling purity, where erst, 
We bathed our tiny feet in guileless mirth ; 
And hear soft airs of heaven-like melody, 
In every sylvan shade, our favorite haunt. 
When noontide's fervid hour sat on the hill ; 
And breathe the rarest odors earth has given ; 
And taste the sweetest relishes of fruits 
And spicy nectars, such as nevermore 
May charm the raptured sense, made doubly 

sweet. 
By latent years of half forgetfulness ; 
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And see the fairest faces, — ^lovelier far, 

Seen through the long long avenue of years, — 

Faces that since have mouldered back to dust, 

But whose fair impress ne'er may be forgot ; 

And all the nameless innocent delights 

Of early days, drink in again, well pleased, 

Though wondering oft, because we prized them 

not, 
Till they were gone ; and as we dream them o'er, 
Each dreaming makes them happier seem, and 

oft 
We wish us young and innocent again. 
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FUNERAL HYMN OF HERNANDO 
DE SOTO. 



^RAVE chieftain, repose thee; thy conflicts are 
^ ended; 

No dream of the foe shall embitter thy rest ; 
The tones of our sorrow, so mournfully blended, 

No feeling of sadness shall wake in thy breast. 

Thou art safe with thy glory ; no evil can harm 
thee, 
*Mid green-mantled rocks far beneath the 
white wave, 
Where the sea-nymph shall come with her tears 
to embalm thee. 
And sing to thee nightly a song of the brave. 

Thou wilt meet nevermore the wild warrior 
advancing. 
Thy wife, nor thy kindred who wait thee, 
afar,— 
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Never hear her sweet voice when the moonlight 
is glancing, 

Breathe softly thy welcome from absence and 
war. 

We placed on thy bosom a branch from the 
willow, 
And made thee a shrine of the overgreen oak ; 
And the tears that we shed as we bent o'er thy 
pillow, 
And touched the cold sleeper, our anguish 
bespoke. 

We have buried thee here with no mock of 
devotion ; 
Thy form the dark waters shall evermore 
lave ; 
And our hearts like ^olian harp-strings in 
motion 
Are sighing a requiem over thy grave. 

The storm-cloud may scowl on, high-booming 

with thunder, 
And wild, rushing billows roll over the deep ; 
The night-winds may howl, and the rocks burst 

asunder, — 

But 'mid the dread tumult our hero shall 
sleep. 

F'arewell! We have paid our last tribute in 
sorrow 
Which none but the heart of a soldier can tell ; 
And o'er us come stealing sad thoughts of the 
morrow — 
Sleep on fallen chieftain, farewell, farewell. 
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^NCE more sweeps the tide of sorrow 
^ Through a nation's heaving breast ; 
Darklj" dawns a mournful morrow 

On her legions in the West ; 
There the record Death is keeping. 

Bears another hero's name ; 
There a gallant form is sleeping, 

Folded in the arms of Fame. 

Time that name will proudly cherish, 

Though the form to dust return ; 
Lyon's memory ne'er can perish, 

While the fires of freedom bum ; 
Touch the lute with gentle fingers. 

When his requiem is sung ; 
For to-day his loved name lingers 

On a nation's trembling tongue. 

From her sons, begrimmed and gory, — 
Those that with him battled well,— 

She has heard the touching story. 
How their dauntless leader fell. 
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Where the battle's din was loudest, 
There the chieftain's form was seen, 

Foremost in the strife, and proudest, 
Freemen and their foes between. 

** On to victory — heaven smiles o'er us, 

/ will lead you f men," he cried. 
" Meet the coming foe before us. 

Onward now ! Iowa's pride ; 
Onward ! daring death and danger, 

For your country undismayed. 
Till the hardy Texan ranger 

Cowers at Freedom's battle-blade." 

Death relentless would not spare him,— 

Lowly lies the warrior's crest. 
From the crimson turf now bear him 

Softly, soldiers, to his rest ; 
Bear him where his homestead fountain 

Ripples o'er its pearly bed ; 
Lay him near his native mountain, 

With New England's noblest dead. 

Others have relinquished pleasure, 

Home and friends, our land to save ; 
Thou hast given life and treasure. 

Thou hast won an honored grave ; 
Brightly in Columbia's story, 

Will thy deeds forever shine ; 
Mantled in thy robe of glory, 

Deathless hero, peace be thine. 
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fE wild and rugged scenes, where Winter reigns; 
Ye lonely valleys, and ye snow-clad plains ; 
Ye everlasting mountains, bleak and wild ; 
Ye solitudes, where Sabbaths never smiled ; 
Ye rocks and caves and towering pines, rejoice! 
Ye oaks and cedars, lift to God your voice ; 
For yonder come His messengers, to chase 
Your heathen gloom, with tidings of His grace. 
Behold them in the dreadful din of night. 
On Ocean's breast, protected by His might ! 
The darkness gathers on the damp, still air. 
And thick gloom, like the mantle of despair 
O'er broken hearts, broods o'er them near and far, 
And from the seaman's gaze hides every star. 
Now all is silent as the hush of death ; 
Now sleeps the sea, unrippled by a breath ; 
Now on their ear a far-off murmur steals ; 
'Tis the low voice of Nature's chariot wheels ; 
Her maddened elements have burst their chains, 
And come to w^ar on Ocean's battle plains. 
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That looming cloud, black as oblivion's night, 
Is Neptune's vanguard, panoplied with might; 
That momentary gleam of livid fire, 
Is but the scowl of his malignant ire, 
Who sits pavilioned in his flaming car. 
Guiding his mighty enginery of war. 
Loud from afar the echoing thunders boom. 
While crowned in lurid light, or veiled in gloom, 
Swiftly to horror's van his warriors fly, 
Like ghastly specters on the threatening sky. 
Now Ocean, waking, lifts his hoary head. 
And growls, indignant at the noisy tread 
Of whirlwinds, as they pass, like demons driven 
Beyond the love of life, or hope of heaven. 
Night's ebon brow anon gleams bright and fair. 
Bathed in the quivering lightning's fitful glare ; 
And louder yet, the thunder-peals resound. 
Commingling in a wild and doleful sound. 
With the hoarse tempest's song and waves that 

sweep 
Like wailing spirits o'er the boisterous deep. 
Now all the firmament is wreathed in flame, 
And Ocean's bosom, like the brow of Fame, 
With rich emblazonry, is spangled o'er, 
While torrents thick, aslant, descending, pour; 
And still the surges heighten, and the blasts 
Howls dismally around the tottering mast ; 
Still play the lightnings with prepetual gleam. 
And still the incessant thunders, echoing seem 
To vie in dolorous din, with storm and wave; 
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And all around, tumultuous furies rave, 
Responding, each to each, like fiends of night. 
In loud, resounding rivalry of spite; 
And yet o'er all they pass securely, sent 
And guided by that Power omnipotent. 
Whose voice can hushthestormof Nature's war, 
And bid her heroes slumber, near and far ; 
Whose gracious hand can calm the raging tide, 
And o'er the deep. Religion's votaries guide. 

One danger past — lo ! on a far-off strand, 
What dangers thicken fast, on every hand ! 
What desert gloom, what dreary wilds appear, 
What doleful welcome falls upon the ear ! 
Mountains, whose height no human foot hath 

trod,— 
Primeval worshipers of Nature's God,— 
Look down with hoary locks and saintly brows, 
Blushing to hear the sacrilegious vows. 
To idols paid, by victims who expire. 
In tortures dread, upon the blazing pyre. 
Majestic rivers, sweeping broad and free. 
Bear down their course, and mingle with the sea. 
The blood of millions, butchered to appease 
The vengeful ire of heathen deities. 
And dark old forests hold their arms toward 

heaven. 
As if in prayer for gospel light and leaven. 
With emerald vesture waving to and fro. 
Sighing the midnight dirge of heathen woe ; 
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And yet mid scenes like these, with hearts of 

pure 
And holy love, they rest in God secure. 
And as the years, care-laden, come and go. 
His face they see beyond each cloud of woe, 
And in the loudest storm their hearts rejoice, 
With patient trust, cheered by a still small voice y 
Breathing this promise of the Christian's Friend, 
** Lo ! I am with you even to the end." 
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c^ljfe SOUL is ushered into life, 
"^^ A germ of moral power ; 

A bud is bursting forth, to bloom, 
A sweet, angelic flower. 

A child of artless innocence, 

Upon its mother's breast, 
Or cradled in its tiny crib 

Is sweetly hushed to rest. 

A youth with hope and purpose strong, 

The paths of vice to shun. 
Is starting forth with manly zeal, 

A noble course to run. 

A time-worn pilgrim at the goal 
Where all our strivings cease. 

Is passing on, where age shall not, 
With time's fast years increase. 
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So passed from infancy to age, 

This child of toil and strife ; 
Who saw the change? All might have seen, — 

*Twas life, and only life. 
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c^jfcS we wander through life's mazes, 

*^" Oftentimes our tongues employ 
Many little household phrases, 

Full of poetry and joy ; 
But there's one — no bard hath sung it, — 

'Tis so common and so plain, 
One that cheers, and calms, how often,— 

It is, ** Coming up the lane." 

Tidings from a friend may cheer us. 

Though the absent long should stay ; 
But to know that one is near us, 

When we thought him far away. 
Is a prelude sweet to pleasure. 

And a banisher of pain ; 
And the sweetest way to tell it 

Is, ** He's coming up the lane." 
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There's a sweet surprise in meeting 

Suddenly a friend returned ; 
But too awkward is the greeting 

Then, for which the heart had yearned ; 
* Tis too fervid, fond and frantic, 

Or too careless, cold and sane — 
Let me hear the joyous tidings 

While he's coming up the lane. 

Talking blandly to another 

Of a husband or a boy. 
Till he calls you wife or mother. 

Takes away the promised joy ; 
Oh ! I love the timely warning, 

E'er the threshold he can gain ; 
For there's magic in the waiting, 

While he's coming up the lane. 

Long ago, when rich October 

Turned the forest leaves to gold. 
At my window, still and sober, 

Sheltered from the storm and cold, 
Looked I out between the rain-drops 

As they trickled down each pane, — 
Looked for one, my pride and treasure, — 

Saw him coming up the lane. 

Oh! the joy, and Oh! the blessing. 
When with watching I had done ! 

When a young wife's fond caressing 
Welcomed back the wandering one ! 
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And though still he often lingers 

In the darkness and the rain, 
I am never weary, waiting 

For his coming up the lane. 

But my heart with double yearning 

Beats the moments by to-night, 
While I watch for his returning, 

With no one to guide him right 
But our darling boy, our only — 

Oh ! may angels guard the twain 
In the darkness,— till I hear them 

Safely coming up the lane. 

In the darkness, — none to guide them. 

But the hand of our dear child — 
Heaven protect, lest ill betide them. 

On this dreary night so wild. 
Near the midnight ! still they come not — 

Coldly beat the sleet and rain ; 
But I'm waiting, hoping, listening, 

For their coming up the lane. 

In my dwelling lone and lowly 

Still I watch, they are not here ; 
Ah ! the hours go by so slowly — 

But I'll check each anxious fear. 
And with cheerful heart will listen. 

Nor of weariness complain ; 
Hark ! I hear their welcome voices — 

Now they're coming up the lane. 
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MEMORIES OF CLERMONT HILL. 



[EMORIES of Clermont Hill, 
How ye throng my heart and thrill 
With your silent tales of joy, 
Tasted when a laughing boy ! 
Long I've lingered, far away. 
Out on life's great battle-plain. 
And my footsteps ne'er may stray, 
O'er thy sacred haunts again ; 
Yet my heart oft wanders still, 
Back to thee, old Clermont Hill. 

Oh ! the joys of Clermont Hill, 
Gushing like a silver rill 
From .the crystal fount within — 
Childhood's heart, unstained by sin ; 
But too soon I learned to mourn 
O'er the joys that could not last ; 
And my spirit oft doth turn 
To life's sunny spring-time past. 
When my heart was free from ill, 
' Mid the scenes of Clermont Hill. 
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Oh ! the hopes of Clermont Hill, 
Fresh as flowers when dews distill, 
Bright as morning's golden beam — 
Bright, though fleeting as a dream ; 
Ah ! they perished in their bloom, 
And they withered in my heart. 
But to better hopes gave room. 
Into higher life to start ; 
Yet, in sweet remembrance still. 
Live the hopes of Clermont Hill. 

Oh ! the groves of Clermont Hill, 
Where the thrush and whippoorwill 
Sweetly sang their evening song, — 
I have wandered from them long ; 
But their Autumn ftniits are seen. 
Traced on memory's golden chart ; 
And their Summer charms are green. 
In the Autumn of my heart ; 
And in dreams, my spirit still 
Seeks their shade on Clermont Hill. 

Christmas bells of Clermont Hill, 
Fancy hears your music still. 
Ringing out its ebb and flow 
In the moonlight, o'er the snow ; 
Telling tales of love and mirth,— 
Scattered households gathering home, 
Children's children 'round the hearth 
Of their grandsire's rustic dome ; 
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And I love your language still, 
Christmas bells of Clermont Hill. 

And the snows of Clermont Hill, — 
Are they falling, falling still. 
Vailing 'neath their mantle white, 
All the bare, brown earth from sight ? 
Folding in their pure embrace. 
Drifting o'er with silent tread. 
All that marks the resting place 
Of the dear remembered dead ? 
Oh ! what sad thoughts nestle still, 
' Neath the snows of Clermont Hill. 

Oh ! the graves of Clermont Hill, 
Memory hovers o'er them still ; 
Many a kindred slumbers there,— 
One, a sister, young and fair ; 
Ah ! how bitter fell my tears. 
When her form to earth they gave — 
But the storms of thirty years 
Have been sweeping o'er her grave ; 
And my heart has felt their chill. 
Far away from Clermont Hill. 

Happy schoolmates on the hill. 
Your glad voices, echoing still 
Down the Avenue of years. 
Fall like music on my ears ; 
Do ye miss me in your play ? 



MEMORIES OF CLERMONT HILL. 69 

Do ye wonder where I roam ? 
Would ye ask me why I stay ? 
Would ye call the wanderer home ? 
Is my name repeated still 
By the boys of Clermont Hill ? 

Hear me, comrades, if ye will, — 
Ye, whose music used to fill 
All the balmy woodland air, 
With a chorus rich and rare ; 
Where are all my playmates gone ? 
Are there none to heed me now ? 
Has Time hushed the sweetest tone ? 
Has he dimmed the fairest brow ? 
Is there no kind voice that will 
Answer back from Clermont Hill ? 

Beats there yet upon that hill. 
One true heart that loves me still ? 
Kindred heart, if such there be. 
Break the silence, speak for me ! 
But my lingering do not chide ; 
Long IVe plied my puny oar; 
Yet my barque is on the tide, 
And the breezes blow from shore; 
And I'm drifting farther still. 
From the hearts of Clermont Hill. 
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^HERE'S a charming little maiden, 
^^^^^ Living just across the street ; 
And I never yet have seen her, 

But I know her face is sweet ; 
For her voice — the sweetest music 

That the sightless ever heard — 
Now is ringing, like the singing 

Of a happy woodland bird. 

AH her tones are light and joyous 

As the merry sleigh-bell's chime ; 
And her laugh is like the gushing 

Of the rills in summer-time ; 
And on hasty errand starting. 

Once when passing by her gate, 
I could hear her coming nearer, 

Calling loudly to me, " Wait." 

Then I turned to hear her prattle, 
Quite forgetting, till too late. 
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That the independent mail-boy 
For my letter would not wait. 

Oh ! I love that little maiden, 
Innocent of fashion's art ; 

For she greets me, when she meets me, 
With a greeting of the heart. 

All her childish ways are winning; 

And her questions are so queer, 
Free from taint of worldly wisdom ; 

All her thoughts are new and clear. 
Oh ! these little household angels, 

Wisest lessons oft impart ; 
Their sweet teaching is the preaching 

That can reach the vilest heart. 

Mom or even, as I listen 

To the angel in her voice. 
Purer thoughts of love and Heaven, 

Come, my spirit to rejoice. 
Sweet Luella, gentle prattler — 

Songs and sermons from above 
Daily bring us, preach and sing us. 

Child of innocence and love. 



^p 
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,^|PW brilliant is yon stately dome 
^^ Of pageantry and pride and power ! 
There Luxury has found a home, 
And Mirth and Feasting rule the hour ; 
And music rare 
Enchants the air, 
And beauty crowns the scene ; 
Each form and face 
Of matchless grace 
Seems like a fairy queen. 
But all I hear and all I see 

Is heartless, hollow, false and vain^. 
Each heart that seems so glad and free 
Is fall of sadness, fear and pain. 

How darksome is yon lowly cot, 
The peasant^s home, far o*er the moor; 

And lone and cheerless looks the spot 
Where dwell the unknown, humble poor ;- 
But nearer come. 
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And ' tis a home 
Of peace and pure delight, 
Where toil each day 
Keeps want at bay, 
And sweetens rest each night ; — 
Where Friendship's smiles are what they seem, 

Devoid of Flattery's lying art ; 
Where life is not an empty dream, 
Where love and truth bind heart to heart. 

Well, what's the prized advantage then, 

So envied, and so eager sought? 
Is it the mean applause of men ? 
Their homage false by riches bought ? 
Ye worldly wise, 
Is there no prize. 
More worthy to be won ? 
O, learn to love 
True worth, above 
All titles 'neath the sun ; 
And seek the bliss that will endure, — 
The bliss that heaven to all imparts 
Who humbly live with motives pure, — 
Contented minds and cheerful hearts. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 



TO MY SON, ON PRESENTING HIM A BIBLE THE FOURTEENTH 
ANNIVERSARY OF HIS BIRTHDAY. 



fOULD I to-day with eyes undimmed, my boy, 
Look on thy glowing face of health and joy, 
Each look unknown, each lineament explore. 
My cup of earthly blessings would run o'er. 
Easy the wish, but vain — no light appears, 
Nor love, nor wealth could gain, nor prayers 

nor tears. 
This boon my soul desires, — my cherished wish of 
years. 

But Oh ! my boy, thy father's counsels heed. 
Unclasp this sacred monitor, and read, 
** Remember thy Creator in thy youth.*' 
Bind to thy heart humility and truth ; 
Adorn thy life with every Christian grace; 
Nor cease to run with patience all thy race, — 
Knowing the prize is sure, while heavenward is 
thy face. 
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^EMEMBEREST thou, my faithful wife, 
*^ How, early in our wedded life, 
When hearts with budding flowers were rife, 

And spring fresh garlands wore,— 
We planted with united hands 
Two infant trees from Northern lands, 
Young evergreens of Norway's sands 
Beside our cottage door ? ' 

Rememberest how their slender forms 
Braved summer suns and winter storms, 
Uplifting still their tiny arms 

In confidence toward Heaven ? 
How, emulating each, they tried 
To make their shadows long and wide. 
While glances from the other side 

Above their tops were given ? 

And so they grew — thou know'st how fast 
Their shadows lengthened, till they passed 
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The threshold, and shut out, at last 
The noontide's sultry beams ; — 

How lovingly their vestments green, 

Uniting, wove a welcome screen 

For young or old who walked between, 
Or sat in pensive dreams. 

Come, let us talk of one, to-night. 
Whose coming, like the spring-time bright, 
Brought more of heaven and love and light 

Within our home to dwell. 
. Are not these trees to us more dear. 
Because he played in childhood here, 
And filled our hearts with hope and cheer, 

Remembered yet so well ? 

It seems as if but yesterday. 
Leaving in haste his childish play, 
And tripping o'er the pebbled way. 

He shouted, " Papa's come ! " 
And spirit- voices still repeat 
The patter of those little feet. 
And questions queer and stories sweet 

That used to greet me home. 

Ha ! ha ! since love of childhood sings, 
A thousand half-forgotten things 
Come thronging back on angel- wings 

A parent's heart to thrill. 
And well I know thy harp, dear wife, 
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To mother love attuned, is rife 

With melodies of his young life, 

That sweetly echo still. 

Break, break the spell, O time ! Alone, 
We wait his coming! Years have flown, 
And he, almost to manhood grown, 

In halls of classic lore 
From books and teachers knowledge gleans, — 
While we, content with humbler means, 
Learn wisdom from the evergreens 

Beside our cottage door. 

Whoe'er so cold or wise may be 
As not to love a flower or tree ? 
These are a living source to me 

Of pleasure and of good. 
Their pointing spires true sermons preach ; 
Their branches moral lessons teach ; 
Their verdure, grace and growth have each 

A voice, if understood. 

When snow and sleet their branches wear. 
Each helps his fellow's load to bear. 
And so may we in kindness share 

Each other's burdens, too ; 
And like their spires that yearly rise 
In grace and beauty toward the skies. 
In growing old, grow good and wise. 

And strong to dare and do. 
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While o'er us interwoven bend 
Their boughs, we feel in each a friend 
And teacher, bidding us to send 

This truth to selfish man : 
Tho' broad the space that intervenes 
' Twixt men in doctrine, taste or means, - 
Religion, like the evergreens, 

The chasm wide can span. 

So let us wait reunion days, 

Love Nature's book and Nature's lays. 

And in our patient waiting, praise 

The fountain of our joy; — 
Upon the Meek and Lowly, cast 
Our weight of cares, — a mountain vast,- 
Nor sigh for years that flew so fast 

With him our only boy. 

What though his life-course fail to run 
Thro' less of shadow than of sun ? — 
The right to choose, the wrong to shun, 

Strength surely will be given ; 
For since his life with us began. 
Our highest hope and prayer and plan. 
Have been to rear an honest man 

For virtue, truth and Heaven. 
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ACROSTIC STANZAS. 



IN MEMORY OF A SOLDIER BROTHER WHO FELL ON THE FIELD 
OF PERRY YILLE, OCT. 8tH, 1862. 



i3||0WLY lies a soldier here, 
^ Patriot, martyr, volunteer,— 
Sleeps secure, all danger past. 
Hears not strife or trumpet blast ; 
And the war-worn spirit, free, 
Waves a palm of victory. 

Loving children, friends and wife. 
Peaceful joys of rural life, 
Sweetest scenes of household mirth. 
Home endearments round the hearth,— 
All these with his life he gave. 
Willingly, our land to save. 

Liberty and right prevailed ; 

Peace returned, when treason quailed ; 

Still above the noble dead. 
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Have our hearts with anguish bled, 
And will bleed, whene'er we tell 
Where they fought and where they fell. 

Loved one, rest— thy warfare past,— 
Peace thy spirit finds at last ; 
Sleep, nor dream of battle-cries. 
Hopeless groans or dying sighs ; 
Angel eyes will vigils keep, 
Where earth's noble martyrs sleep. 
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REJOICE, O yoting man, in the days of thy 
^ youth, 

And remember thy mother's last prayer ; 
For long hast thou wandered from virtue and 

truth, 
Forgetting her counsel and care ; 
O, forsake the dark pathway thy footsteps have 

trod. 
Turn away from earth's follies, and trust thou 

in God. 

Lone widow, weep not ; there's a balm for thy 
grief; 
Thy loved and thy lost one is blest ; 
Though love bids thee mourn, trust in God for 
relief. 
And reunion and comfort and rest. 
He gave. He hath taken. His hand will restore ; — 
O, trust in his word and rejoice evermore. 
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Old man, worn and weary, thy locks are all 
gray, 
And life's wasting taper grows dim ; 
Thy children are dead, and thy home far away, 

And thou livest the last of thy kin ; 
The friends of thy youth are all scattered 

abroad. 
There are none left to comfort thee — hope thou 
in God. 

Blessed hope! O, thou boon of ineffable worth, 

On mortals benignly conferred ; 
In raptures sublime, all ye stricken of earth. 

Rejoice in the life-cheering word ; 
Though reft of enjoyment, still reverence the rod; 
Though bowed by affliction, still hope ye in God. 
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j^NE ! one ! O strange, impressive, solemn hour ! 
^"4^ Thy voice, tho' least of all the hours of night, 
Is oftenest heard, and longest felt within, 
Vibrating like a wind-harp*s weird refrain. 
Through all the secret chambers of my soul ! 
Whether thou tread'st upon the heels of noon 
Or midnight, still, thy voice of sadness falls 
Upon my ear so like a funeral knell, 
That, e*er the dying cadence melts away, 
My thoughts are with the dead — a pall, a bier, 
A pale, meek face beneath the coffin-lid. 
Wet with affection^s tears, before me pass, 
And then the slow procession halts beside 
An open grave. Sad thoughts and scenes like 

these. 
And memories sadder yet, thy voice, anon. 
Saddest of all, awakens in my breast. 
How oft when others sleep — perchance in dreams 
As pure and sweet as thoughts of Paradise, — 
I wake, to hear thy ever-haunting tone 
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Borne on the still air to my secret soul. 

How oft, too, when thy voice the school-boy 

calls 
To books, and men to toil, my thoughts recall 
Kindred and friends and plajrmatesof myyouth. 
That, one by one, hath fallen ! — Ah, my peace 
Is troubled at thy half-exultant tone, 
Daily and nightly sounding in my ear. 
This brief, sad record of my loved ones, **gone!" 
Gone, gone! This is the mournful monophthong, 
Distinctly uttered nightly to my heart. 
Sometimes in slumber wrapt, I only wake 
To hear its echo die ; yet even then 
A spirit^s tongue is in that soft, low tone, 
And whispers sadly to my spirit, **gone! *' 
When but a child, I used to think that sound,— 
So oft repeated to my waking ear — 
An angePs voice, calling my soul away 
From sorrow, with this sweetest monotone 
Of love and pity, ** Come.** And while I guessed. 
And wondered much, to know how many years 
Of earth-life this poor, trembling heart should 

beat. 
Thy bell-tongued oracle responded ** one ! " 
Then I believed, and watched, and waited long, 
To greet the angels sent to bear me home ; 
But they came not, — and since so many years 
Have hurried by, and still my place is here, 
I've cast my childish fancies to the wind. 
And learned to doubt thy word of prophecy, 
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But when the event is passed, when hope is dead, 
When friends have fallen, and the fairest buds 
Of promise bloomed and faded, — then, thy 

tongue, 
Like mine, can speak thetrue, sad record, **gone.'' 
Knell of my pleasures flown, my treasures lost. 
My blessings unimproved ! Though at thy voice 
I feel like one who walks among the dead, 
Reading beloved names on marble shrines, — 
Ring on ! speak on ! daily and nightly sound 
Thy warning note ; preach to the thoughtless 

ones 
Who dance upon their comrades' new-made 

graves ! 
In every word thou hast a sermon true ! 

Hour of my saddest, yet my wisest thought ! 
Link that unites the evening to the mom, 
Forming another link of light and shade 
In the great chain of ages, reaching back 
Where ** Once the morning stars together sang, 
And all the sons of God shouted for joy.*' 
Hour of my first, perchance my latest breath, 
I wait for thy return, to hear thy voice 
Of wisdom whisper to my pensive soul. 
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THK FUGITIVE'S FAREWELL. 



T^HAT power has man to break the loyal band 
'sX^ That binds a patriot to his native land ? 
What grievous wrongs endured can alienate 
His natural love, or change that love to hate ? 
So strong, so glorious, is the sacred flame 
That glows within his breast — if earth can claim 
One spirit nobler, purer than the rest, 
'Tis he who loves and serves his country best. 

Columbia, favored land, fairest and first 

Of nations that a tj'^rant's bands have burst, 

Upon thy Northern strand I wait to tell 

The sad tale of my wrongs, and say farewell. 

Here I have passed my morning and my noon 

Of weary life, made burdensome too soon, 

By toils and tortures — now, 'neath sterner skies, 

I go to pass my evening paradise. 

I go where man his fellow man salutes, 

To shun thy dread decree, that makes men brutes. 
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I seek a home in life's declining hour 

Where monarchs long have swayed the wand of 

power 
My soul still breathes a prayer, my heart a sigh, 
For one pure breath of freedom, ere I die. 
What argues me to till the oppressor's soil, 
And waste my life in unrequited toil ? 
Content to be a chattel, — nay, a beast, 
Of all that breathe, the meanest and the least ? 
Without ambition, knowledge, reason, skill, 
AflFection, virtue, honor, hope or will? 
Content to serve a mad, relentless knave. 
And gain at last, a wretched bondman's grave ? 
My sisters fair, a pure and loving band. 
Are sold and scattered in a stranger land. 
The sport of shame and obloquy and wrong, 
Degraded slaves, to whom no rights belong. 
My mother — Oh my mother ! sacred name ! 
The magic of her voice I feel the same 
As when, each morn and eve, she used to kneel 
With ever faithful love and holy zeal — 
She too from all her joys was rudely torn, 
And to a fate unknown by demons borne. 
And one, beneath the dark catalpa-shade 
Is sleeping, where so long ago we strayed, 
To whisper thoughts, half rapture, half despair. 
And all my bright hopes sleep beside her there ; 
So, loved one, rest in peace, oppressed no more 
With woe and weariness, thy bondage o'er. 
Thus each fond tie is severed, all are gone, 
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And love*s last sunbeam from my heart with- 
drawn. 
In dread, in gloom, in wretchedness, in chains, • 
Why linger then, what hope of bliss remains ? 
And yet, dear native land, roam where I will, 
My heart's strong tendrils twine around thee 

still ; 
So, let me weep, my treasures slumber here — 
' Twere stubbornness, to shed for thee no tear ; 
For what I know of peace, I learned in thee, 
Ere I had learned to»pine for liberty. 
' Twas here, were passed my joyous childhood 

days. 
When, free from care, I sang my merry lays ; 
Here, first I learned of God and peaceful Heaven, 
And heard the tidings of a Savior given ; 
And here, I heard thy glorious struggle told. 
When Britain sought thy freedom to withhold ; 
And felt with proud emotion, though a slave. 
That in my veins flowed the same blood thy 

brave 
Defenders shed, though mingled with a race 
Enslaved, despised, sold in the market-place. 
Alas ! that men called Christians should despise 
And sell their brother man like merchandise ; 

Oh ! beautiful, beloved, yet cruel land ! 
Thee would I serve with loyal heart and hand. 
And call mine own, ay, give my life to save. 
But cannot — ah ! my mother was a slave ! 
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How shall I speak a fugitive's farewell, 
Recount his wrongs, and all his sorrows tell ? 
What wonder, that I linger on thy strand, 
Delaying still to obey Fate's dread command, 
Like gallant youth, beside the maiden fair. 
When called afar, his country's foes to dare? 
What wonder, that in pause 'twixt love and fear, 
I, on thy bosom, drop the filial tear, 
Like a fond child, who first is leaving home. 
With all its dear delights, afar to roam ? 
And last, though uninspired my tuneless laj^, — 
What wonder, that my untaught hand should 

stray 
O'er memory's harp, and on each silent string 
Wake mournful music, while in tears I sing 
A farewell lay to thee, O guilty land ? — 
And that sons who feel the oppressor's wand. 
In bitterness of bondage loud complain. 
Beseeching all the good , who Heaven would gain , 
To purify thy laws, thy bondmen bless 
With freedom, and thy free with righteousness ? 
The theme deserves a bard with strain sublime ; 
How ill-befitting, then, my tuneless chime ! 
Yet, I will sing, though wanting be the muse ; 
When fettered freedom pleads, who should refuse ? 
When Heaven commands, Humanity invites. 
When Justice frowns, and Love with Truth unites. 
When Mercy calls, and Duty points the way, 
It were a traitor's guilt to disobey. 

Vilest of all that love oppression's wrong, 
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Is he, the purse-proud, pampered priest, who long 
Hath reveled in the spoils of robbery. 
And fettered those whom God created free. 
He stands to light the darksome ways of men, 
And guide them back to peace and bliss again ; 
But lo, his deeds of dark pollution throw 
Their shadows on the paths where sinners go, 
Beclouding thus the gospel's holy light. 
That else had guided them in paths aright. 
His slave to-day he calls a brother dear, 
Destined for Heaven, the soul's eternal sphere; 
To-morrow sells him in the market-place, 
To vice, pollution, misery and disgrace ; 
Ay, sells the immortal soul like merchandise — 
Ill-guided wretch ! nay, fiend in saintly guise ! 
Traitor to God and virtue, truth and right ! 
Miser, how deeply sunk in heathen night ! 
Curse of all curses ! sum of all that's vile ! 
Hell's counselor, with borrowed speech and 

smile ! 
The devil's jockey, bantering for souls 
To habitate the realm that might controls ; 
And serve through life relentless tyrants here, 
Equipped with instruments of woe severe, — 
As he, at last, shall serve, if such the doom 
Of vilest hypocrites beyond the tomb. 
But words are vain, a mortal's guilt to tell. 
Whose deeds betoken less of heaven than hell ; 
So let those deeds in sober truth be given, 
To warn his followers back from hell to heaven. 
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Ay, let the fatal cup his cursed hand 

Hath pressed to others* lips before you stand ; 

Then blush, good Christians, blush — take back 

the trust 
He has betrayed, and own my judgment just. 

* Twas in my native vale, ^neath Southern skies. 
And memory makes it still a paradise, 
Enchanting yet, as when in boyhood *s pride 
I wandered there, with one to be my bride ; 
And in the sylvan shade culled flowerets fair ; 
And wove bright garlands in her raven hair ; 
Or scanned the mountain, robed in fadeless green, 
While o*er the river's breast of starry sheen. 
In fairy bark we plied the tiny oar, 
And glided sweetly to the homeward shore, 
Where stood the village with its church-spires 

high. 
Like angel fingers pointing to the sky. 

' Twas Sabbath mom — the sun in glory came 
And flooded vale and mountain with a flame 
Of heavenly radience, waking the praise 
Of warblers, in a thousand grateful lays. 
The breeze that late had kissed the mountain 

flower, 
Came laughing down with mild, persuasive 

pow^er, 
To fan the brow of sorrow and reclaim 
Vile wanderers from the paths of sin and shame; 
To waken in the hearts of men depraved. 
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A keener sense of liberty enslaved, 
Humanity outraged, despised, downtrod, 
Despite the voice of Nature and of God. 
But when His high behest from Heaven direct. 
Proud bigots scorn, and heartless priests reject. 
What hope that man will heed the- whispering 

wind, 
His outward breath, and in its teachings find 
The rule of right that knows no slavery, 
And break the captive's chain, and set his brother 

free? 

Within a dim old temple near the wood. 

In sacerdotal robe the preacher stood, 

W^ith boisterous tongue proclaiming long and 

loud. 
Glad tidings to the throng in meekness bowed ; 
And with an air of wondrous sanctity. 
Rehearsed the tale of dark Gethsemane, 
Made strict observance of each solemn rite, 
Unveiled the curse of sin, its withering blight; 
Lamented o'er the fate of fallen man, 
Rejoiced, exulted in the glorious plan 
The Savior to the ruined race made known. 
Free grace to all who trust in Him alone ; 
Entreated, wept and prayed for all to come, 
And dwell with Him whose word all being 

made. 
Whose power and love the universe pervade. 
Then to the waiting few who worshiped there ^ 
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In reverential awe aiid fervent prayer, 

He gave the consecrated wine and bread, 

In memory of Him whose blood was shed, 

Not for the chosen race, the white and free. 

But for the bondman dark, for yon and me. 

All brothers in the family above, 

United, equal, blessed in heavenly love. 

Thus spake the zealous priest — perchance his 

word, 
Had fallen on repentant hearts, and stirred 
Their souls with holy rapture, but for this — 
The upas-bane that blighted all their bliss : 
Be not confounded — they were slaves that 

yearned 
For liberty. What wonder that they spumed 
The hireling hypocrite of speech so fair, 
Who reasoned man a beast, the beast an heir 
Of Heaven, a child of God; but taught them still. 
Obedience to their own good master's will. 
As paramount to all ; nor blushed to trace 
The varied light and shade upon each face. 
That intervened from black to purest white, — 
The marks of deepest guilt, the curse, the blight 
Of slavery on the heart and soul of man,— ^ 
The deed that Virtue's ghost would blush to scan. 

He saw a mother there with faded cheek 
And sorrowing eye, and visage sadly meek. 
Who felt the bitter anguish of a slave 
That pines for hope, for freedom, or the grave. 
He saw a maiden fair, that mother's pride. 
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Young, pure and innocent, weep by her side ; 
And marked the gloom that gathered on his 

brow. 
Who oft to her had breathed the plighted vow. 
That youth whose dauntless spirit scorned to 

cower 
In tame submission to a tyrant's power,— 
That maiden, with her eyes of love and light, — 
That care-worn mother, wrapped in sorrow's 

night,— 
Betrayed no feature, shade, no lingering trace 
Of Afric's poor, despised, down-trodden race; 
Yet they were slaves — alas, for peace and bliss ! 
If there's a wrong that Heaven weeps o'er, 'tis 

this. 
If there's a heart whose only thrill is pain, 
That heart is his, who wears a captive's chain. 
If there's a wretch too vile to be forgiven. 
Whose deeds so dark, have closed the gates of 

Heaven, 
That wretch is he who rules with slavery's rod. 
His fellows, whom he still would point to God ! 
Yet they were slaves, and slaves to none but him 
Who taught them in that temple, old and dim ; 
Ay, they were his, who plead religion's cause. 
But proved her deepest shame, and broke her 

sacred laws. 

The day was gone, and twilight's holy hour, 
With sweet, enchanting, mild, mysterious power, 
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Her angel pinions o*er the earth had spread, 
And from her dewy robes pure fragrance shed. 
The last soft breeze had fluttered careless by, 
With balmy sweetness in its whispered sigh 
Among the roses. Beast and bird were still, 
And silence sat on meadow, grove and hill. 
All nature,hushed, seemed in such heavenly mood. 
That curious Fancy on the mountain stood, 
And listening, heard what naught but Fancy 

he^rs, — 
The sweet, sublime, old ** music of the spheres.*' 
From out the shadowy East, the moon's pale 

face 
Shed o'er the dewy earth a softer grace ; 
And gentle stars looked down, and sweeter 

smiled. 
While love's delicious hour of tryst beguiled 
The youth and maiden to the moon-lit bower, 
Where oft before, at evening's sacred hour, 
Enchanted they had met, with hearts sincere. 
To breathe the vow of love first plighted here. 
Earth knows no purer tie, than that which binds 
In one enraptured whole, two kindred minds ; 
Two kindred hearts ! how seldom met below 
The blisstul realm where all pure spirits go ; 
But there, each spirit-part, shall find its own, — 
Its spirit-mate, perchance till then unknown. 
'Tis so ordained — in that supernal clime. 
Love shall meet love sincere, unchanged by time; 
And virtue shall meet purity and peace ; 
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And truth meet constancy, that ne'er shall cease; 
Ay, spirit-mates shall meet, unmet before, 
And mingle into one, forevermore. 
Such was the tie that bound that youthful pair, 
Wrapped in a spell of sweet enchantment there, 
And glowing with a flame so pure and bright, 
That angels in their hasty, homeward flight, 
Well might have paused, to wonder and to smile. 
At love's own rapture, pure and free from guile. 

i 

Awhile they sat, forgetful of all pain ; 

Then suddenly, as if to sorrow's reign 
New- wakened, on each face a gathering cloud 
Hung o'er their faded joy, like winter's shroud 
O'er autumn's withered flowers. Ah, blest re- 
pose ! 
Love's sweet forgetfulness of hopeless woes. 
How quickly gone with all thy happy cheer ! 
O cruel memory ! heartless, stem, severe ! 
Why didst thou whisper in the ear of joy, 
And with thy cold and poisonous breath destroy 
All the ambrosial sweets that clustered there, 
Thus dooming hearts to sorrow and despair? 
Why did'st thou tell, alas ! the truthful tale, 
That freedom's glorious light they ne'er might 

hail? 
Ah me ! what bitterness untold, what pain, 
To dread a tyrant's power! to feel the ch^in 
Of bondage crushing out from trusting hearts 
The fondest, dearest hope, that life imparts ! 
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To see the lip of smiling Joy grow pale, 

The speaking eyes grow dim ! to hear the wail 

Of love lamenting o'er the fettered might 

Of liberty, sweet boon of natural right 

To all, though oft denied ; to know that men 

Less pitying than brutes, with voice and pen 

To wrong and outrage given, united, stand 

In all the lofty stations of the land. 

With dark, accursed, unnatural laws — ^foul stain 

Upon the nation's page — with whip and chain. 

To force subjection to a master's nod. 

Whose honor is his 'boast, whose wealth, his god. 

Such feelings dread, embittered all the high 

Ecstatic joy, that else from eye to eye, 

From heart to heart, had flown serenely sweet, 

And thrilled as oft it thrills when lovers meet. 

Alas for w^rongs that ne'er shall be redressed ! 

Alas for love that never shall be blessed ! 

Alas for hearts that still will beat the same. 

Nor yield to man's decree the holy flame ! 

Yet dreamed they not that with the morrow's 

dawn, 
The last dim ray of hope that lingered should be 

gone. 

That morrow came, and woke the sleeping world ; 
And proud Columbia's banner wide unfurled, 
Was floating gloriously from sea to sea. 
O'er all the vast domain of bond and free ; 
While cannons booming loud, told hill and plain 
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That Freedom's natal day had dawned again. 
Upon a village green, a heathen throng, 
Began a scene of outrage, guilt and wrong, 
So dark and dire that demons passing near, 
Alone could view without a pitying tear. 
Around the shameless mart vile wretches stood, 
For 'twas a day's dread dawning, when the 

blood 
And sinewy frame, with all its wealth enshrined. 
The beating heart, yea, the immortal mind 
Of mothers, sons and daughters, should be sold 
To lust and infamy, for senseless gold ! 
Oh ! heaven-lamented guilt of barbarous knaves ! 
Whose hands are crimsoned with the blood of 

slaves, 
Who in the ranks of Satan lead the van. 
And triumph o'er the hearts and hopes of man. 
Ah ! many a bitter tear that morn was shed, 
And many a bosom's core with anguish bled. 
For parting friends sincere, and kindred sweet. 
Fond, trusting hearts that nevermore should 

meet. 
A father, bowed beneath the weight of woe 
Which none but slaves degraded e'er may know ; 
A mother weeping, and with freenzy wild. 
Beseeching for her own, her darling child ; 
A hopeless, sorrowing son, though true and 

brave, 
Yet doomed to toil and die a menial slave ; 
And sisters, wives and daughters, too, were 

brought, 
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Like beasts of burden there, and sold and bought. 
Then came the priest, full-robed and dignified, 
With cold forbidding mien and heart of pride, 
Slow leading the fair band that yesterday 
Within the walls where Christians meet to pra\% 
He taught so earnestly of God and Heaven, 
That faith and hope and blessing might be given. 
The grief of that lone mother who could guess ? 
Or feel her woe, in all its bitterness ? 
Since with the only ties that cheered her heart. 
Her childhood's home, her children, she must 

part. 
Could prayers avail? nay, though by angels 

made — 
Pity was lost in guilt — her price was paid, 
Her doom was sealed — far in a Southern clime 
Her broken heart must wait her Maker's time. 
Though bleeding at each pore, till death should 

come, 
And angels waft her free, glad spirit home. 
Before that wicked throng the peerless maid 
Was brought at last, in beauteous garb arrayed, 
And decked with flashing gems of varied hue, 
That sadly shone, like tears of weeping dew 
Upon the lily's withering, drooping head, 
When she who cheered and cherished it is dead ; — 
As if to add to Nature's fairest flower 
Another grace, by man's presuming power: 
Temptation fair, well meant to charm the eyes 
Of rival ruffians, who perchance would rise 
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With liberal hands and open purses there, 
Each with each vying for a prize so rare. 
And soon his well made scheme rejoiced the priest, 
Who saw with pride his treasures thus increased ; 
A villain's ill-got gold had gained the prize, — 
The trembling maiden, with her downcast e^^es. 
With eager haste the envious crowd he passed, 
And by his victim proudly stood at last ; 
But when with stern address he took her hand 
To guide her where his fancy should command, 
She shrieked, and from his touch in terror 

sprang. 
As from the venom of a serpent's fang ; 
When suddenly as serpents seize their prey, 
The ruffian clasped her round, to bear away. 
Was there no hope ? no gallant friend to save 
A helpless captive from a heartless knave ? 
Was there no manl^"^ arm for her defense. 
That dare to strike for peace and innocence ? 
Ay, one there was, that heard her piercing cry. 
Whose heart resolved to rescue or to die ; 
For sweetly could he perish by her side. 
Whom life and truth had made his spirit-bride. 
Bursting his chains with tiger strength and 

speed. 
One hasty blow he dealt— the maid was freed. 
And to his throbbing bosom fondly clasped ; 
Then quickly from the fallen foe he grasped 
A gleaming dagger, while a murderous band 
Of cowards gathered round with steel in hand, 
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To slay the daring youth who nobly stood, 
And braved their mad and fiendish thirst for 

blood, 
As he alone can do whose cause is just, 
Whose dauntless spirit puts in God its trust. 
So fearlessly he battled and so well, 
That thrice beneath his blows a foeman fell, 
Who dared the honor of his steel to test ; 
When one by far less valiant than, the rest, 
With blade uplifted, quick behind him strode — 
*Twas done — and from the wound his life-blood 

flowed. 
The maiden saw, and with a strange sad look 
That told of woe her spirit could not brook. 
In silence deep and dread a moment gazed 
Upon his gore-drenched form, then slowly raised 
Her eyes toward heaven, and breathed a fearfal 

prayer. 
From lips so laden with a heart's despair, 
That self-condemned, the assasin stood dis- 
mayed. 
While from his hand she snatched the fatal blade. 
And poising it in air all crimson dyed. 
In love's own frenzied eloquence she cried. 
Triumphant o'er her griefs last agony, 
^^ Our blood shall mingle and our soul's be free !" 
Anon, a shriek of anguish rent the air. 
And side by side, reposed that faithful pair. 
Their blood was mmgled — may the love sincere. 
That tyrants vainly strove to conquer here. 
The love that knew no changing, live and bloom 
In Eden bowers of bliss forever free from gloom. 
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Christians, say not the picture is overwrought, 

And far on fancy's airy pinions brought ; 

' Tis one among the tragic scenes that are, 

If seldom, yet too often acted there. 

' Tis but the doom of captive souls that yearn 

For love and liberty ; who doubts shall learn 

If once he tread that sin-cursed soil. And now, 

Will ye around the sacred altar bow 

With such polluted stuflF? And will ye hear 

Such perjured tongue breath forth in accents 

clear, 
Its stolen tones of holiness ? and take 
Unblushingly, such guilty hand, and make 
Your vows of Christian fellowship and love 
Before the face of Him who rules above ? 
O Christians! pause— nay, do not pause— arise! 
And in your holy zeal to Christianize 
Poor heathen souls who grope in error's night. 
Whose conscience is the law of wrong and right, 
Forget not ye the rule too oft forgot. 
The golden rule of duty God hath taught : 
Be merciful to man nor once forget. 
That here, your brother pines in bondage yet ; 
That all his groans are registered in Heaven, 
With every stripe Oppression's lash has given ; 
That God is only waiting now, to see 
His chosen set their captive brethren free. 
Ye, who would serve Him, serve His children 

then, 
Who groan beneath the dire decrees of men. 



THE fugitive's FAREWELL. 103 

O Zion ! clothe thyself in purity ; 

Put on the armature of strength, and be 

The holy one to conquer and to bless. 

Make Truth thy sword, and crowned with 

Righteousness, 
Go forth in arms against the nation's sin ; 
Thou hast the work assigned thee — go and win 
Thy victory in the name of Freedom's God, 
And scatter light and happiness abroad. 
Go — if thou fail'st, all hope of the oppressed 
Is lost for aye ; but, oh ! thou favored, blest. 
Thou well beloved of God ! thou wilt not hear. 
With cold, unfeeling heart, and tuneless ear. 
Through ages yet to come, th' imploring cries 
Of bleeding millions reaching to the skies. 
Nay, nay — thy day of indolence is past ; 
Thou'rt rising in thy noble might at last ; 
Thy fountain is unsealed, and gushing forth ; 
And soon through all the land of South and 

North, 
From thy good mount a thousand streams 

shall glide. 
By tributes oft from Nature's springs supplied ; 
Justice, Humanity, Love, Truth and Right, 
Meeting and mingling in majestic might. 
And through thy vales meandering broad and 

deep. 
Augmenting, as they onward, onward sweep. 
Till lost in one resistless flood, whose waves 
Shall roll triumphant o'er this land of slaves. 
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Christians, remember then a slaves appeal, 
Nor wonder that his bleeding heart should feel 
The pangs of grief that time can ne'er assuage ; 
For I am he, the youth, now bowed with age, 
For whom that maiden fell— alas, for me ! 
When death refused my yearning soul to free — 
1 lived— sad victim of the avenger's ire — 
I lived for chains and dungeons, whips and fire — 
Lived, dying slow in torture— but ' tis past, — 
And from my fetters I am free, at last. 
But, ah ! this beggared heart no peace can know, 
Where'er, through life, my wandering footsteps 

go! 
Nor yet, shall freedom crown the panting slave. 
Till safely moored o'er Erie's crystal wave. 
I hear the bay of blood-hounds on my track — 
Hark! hark! they come to drag their victim 

back. 
Then fly, my weary feet, from thralldom's land, 
Delay not, linger not, upon her strand ; 
For here Oppression's laws must be obeyed, 
Which. Northern dupes. and Southern lords have 

made; 
Nor honest men whose labor earns their bread, 
Must aid a fellow man from bondage fled ; 
But all, like dogs, must snuff* for human prey, 
Where'er a Southern nabob points the way. 
Americans, ye of the northern clime. 
Who like a school-boy vain, with speech and 

rhyme, 
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Boast long and loud that free your banner 

waves ; 
With all your vaunted rights, are ye not slaves ? 
Wipe from your nation's register one stain : 
The law that binds your sons with slavery's 

chain ; 
Say to the world, henceforth yt will not share 
The dark disgrace your Southern neighbors bear, 
And if in human souls they traffic still, 
And by the swea\; of slaves their coflFers fill. 
Be their 's the task to capture, hold, defend, 
And their's the curse that heaven will surelj^ 

send; 
For God has seen your country's wickedness. 
Seen wrongs endured, she never can redress ; 
Wrongs that to Him for vengeance loudly call 
And on her head His judgments soon will fall ; 
War, pestilence, rebellion, famine sore. 
Will desolate and drench with human gore. 
The homes of tyrants base, where'er they be. 
Who steal from man his God-given liberty. 
Ay, God has heard the bondman's helpless cry, 
And recompense is registered on high. 

Then rouse ye. Northern sons, in freedom's 

might, 
And aid no more the wrong against the right. 
But break the bands that bind your honest 

will- 
Alas ! too late, to save from direst ill 
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The land ye love ; for, lo ! rebellion's hand, 
Hath lit the torch upon her Southern strand. 
The monster slavery has grown so strong, 
Fed on the nation's luxuries so long, 
That, Brutus-like, he plays the assassin's part ; 
With weapon pointed at that Nation's heart; 
Because, forsooth, his pampered lords must 

yield 
To other hands, the power they hope to wield 
In future years, as in their favored past. 
Ere time against their reign the die had cast. 
Ere Freedom's sons had roused to right the 

wrong. 

Those knight's of chivalry had pra;Ctised long. 
They knew the doctrine of the Ashland sage, 
** No slavery more," would rule the coming age ; 
That votaries of the ** old man eloquent," 
Had made an honest man, a President. 
This was the worthy cause that fired their souls 
With treason, where, not right, but might, con- 
trols ; 
Where lawless hands grasp sword and bowie- 
knife. 
To plunge our land in fratricidal strife ; 
Where proud usurpers seize the rein of power. 
And at their feet, the tame plebeians cower. 

Ah ! then, thy awful scourge has come, proud 

land — 
True brother against brother false must stand, 
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And father brave against the recreant son, * 
To save from shame the flag of Washington, 
Disowned, dishonored now, on field and flood, 
By rebels torn, and stained with patriot's blood. 
But our old flag shall proudly float again 
O'er Treason's land above her traitors slain ; 
For manly hearts and sturdy arms are there, 
Ready to meet the ruthless foe, and dare 
Carnage and death upon the battle-field, 
From rebel hands, their country's flag to shield ; 
So, shall it wave in triumph, while the sun 
Shines o'er the land her heroes nobly won ; 
And millions, yet unborn, shall hail with pride. 
The flag for which our gallant fathers died. 
Hear truth, thou worst of traitors time hath 

sent! 
Usurper vile ! whom knaves call president ! 
Hear reason's truth, all traitors, and beware ! 
Who plant the bitter tree its fruit must share ; 
Who do the deed, the penalty endure ; 
For retribution's law is just and sure. 
Who sow the wind, shall reap the whirlwind's 

blast ; 
Who chains his fellows, shall be chained at last ; 
Who take the sword, shall perish by the sword ; 
Who rise to vanquish freemen, shall be lowered 
To graves of infamy their hands have made ; 
Who freedom's flag betray, shall be betrayed. 
By tyrants, into vassalage and chains ; 
And him, who truth forsakes, although he gains 
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An empire vast, Heaven's blessings will forsake ; 
And he with shame from his vain dreams will 

wake. 
Then traitor, from thy wild ambition turn. 
Quench the mad fires that in thy bosom burn. 
Nor hope through crime and infamy to gain 
A crown, and o'er a new-bom nation reign. 
Down with your rebel banner, flaunting high, 
And let the stars and stripes illume the sky ! 
Out from your dens of treason, theft and blood ; 
Up to the high allegiance where ye stood ; 
Back to your homes, or find unhonored graves. 
Ye vandal hordes, that come to make men slaves! 
Curse not the soil where slumbers Washington ! 
Stain not with brother's blood, the land he won; 
Else, souls indignant of her heroes dead. 
Will fire her heroes living, where they bled. 
Inspiring hearts, and nerving arms, to wield 
The sword of vengeance on the battle-field. 

Vain ! vain ! the warning— Sumter gleams afar, 
And round her boom the signal notes of war. 
Rise, freeman now, Columbia's hope and aid ! 
Wipe from her flag, the stains her foes have 

made; 
Come to the strife, leave kindred, wife and friend; 
Let every State her marshaled legions send ! 
Come from New England, from the hills of Maine, 
Ye hardy sons, or own a tyrant's reign ! 
Co.me from the Granite State whose mountains 

gleam 



THE fugitive's FAREWELL. 109 

Above the clouds ; so shall your banner stream 
High o'er their hoary heads, and tyrants see, 
While ages pass, where dwell the blest and 

free. 
And come from your Green Mountains, each 

brave son, 
Whose grandsire fought with Stark at Benning- 
ton! 
And ye, whose fathers fell on Bunker Hill, 
Send ready sons the battle-plain to fill ; 
Sumter and Lexington on freedom's chart, 
Place side by side and on each warrior's heart. 
Write Ellsworth close to Warren — send them 
forth, 

To swell the gleaming squadrons of the North ! 
True men, the land of Roger Williams leave. 
Be swords your looms, freedom the woof to 

weave. 
And ye who dwell where Sherman, Wolcott, 

sleep, 
Leave books and fields their sacred vows to 

keep ! 
Men of the Empire State — proudest of all, 
Whose noble sires met death at Freedom's call. 
Thrills patriot's blood unsullied through your 

veins. 
As that which flowed so freely at White Plains 
And Saratoga? then, with sabre bright 
And deadly rifle come, to aid the right. 
Come from the plains of Monmouth — come, who 

dwell 
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On Trenton's sacred soil where Mercer fell ! 
Come from the Keystone, land of honest Penn ! 
Come from the home of Harrison, brave men ! 
Come from the spreading prairies of the West ! 
Come first who love to serve your country best ! 
Let maidens lovers send, and mothers, sons. 
Within whose veins the blood of freedom runs ! 
And let the homes of Benton, Jackson, Clay 
And Henry send their legions to the fray ! 
And ye, decendants of the Sweede and Finn, 
And Papist colony, freedom to win, 
Come forth, with burnished blade and booming 

gun. 
And starry banner flaunting to the sun ! 
Let all who love that banner heed the call. 
And 'neath it, swear like men, to stand or fall. 



Alas, for thee, Columbia ! blood will flow 
Through all thy borders, and the wail of woe 
Be heard in many a homestead happy now ; 
For sons will fall, and o'er each mother's brow 
Will come the cloud of sorrow. Husbands brave, 
Far, far, from home will find a soldier's grave, 
And widow's hearts be broken. Sisters true. 
Will weep, for brothers slain, their last adieu. 
In humble cottage and in stately hall. 
Will weeds of mourning tell a loved one's fall. 
Yet, shrink not holy mothers — she who shuns 
The sacrifice of sending her brave sons. 
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In whose strong arms the nation's high hopes 

rest, 
With country free can hope not to be blest ; 
For loyalty or treason must prevail, 
And freemen or the host of tyrants quail. 
Then let each true heart be its country's shield, 
When liberty and slavery have the field. 
This is the issue now— freemen or slaves 
Ye all must be who find not martyr's graves. 
Choose ye the right, fair freedom's strength 

renew, 
And in your Courts and Congress justice do. 
Then shall the God of battles help the right, 
And Victory perch upon your standard bright. 
And when that rebel flag, o'er-triumphed falls. 
And yours again waves over Sumter's walls ; 
When vanquished Treason sheathes his crim- 
soned sword ; 
When bow submissive his dishonored horde ; 
And when each traitor demagogue lies low 
Beneath the slab that marks a nation's foe ; 
Bid each rebellious State from folly turn. 
And on your altars every idol bum ; 
Gird Slavery's realms about with Freedom's 

walls. 
Till in his poisoned den the demon falls ; 
Nay, let the victor write the code of peace, 
Nor tamely wait to see oppression cease. 
But doom to death what freemen all abhor— 
The power, the curse, whose votaries waged the 
war. 



112 THE fugitive's FAREWELL. 

Sundered the compact of your sisterhood, 
And in fraternal blood their hands imbued. 
'Tis now your sacred duty and your right, 
To save your country from the monster's blight. 
Be duty then your guide, and right your shield. 
And when each humbled state the wrong shall 

yield. 
Then shall all nations speak Columbia's praise, 
And millions, now in chains, their voices raise 
With gratitude to God for liberty ! 
Be this your mission, this your destiny ! 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF FRED. 
DOUGLASS. 



fRED. Douglass old, a freeman bold, 
Of color and renown — 
The mightiest man of all his clan. 
That slavery trampled down — 
When war's decree made bondmen free, 

And ended was the strife. 
To show how white and black unite. 
Took to himself a wife. 

But e'er he wed, when rumor said 

He favored Helen Pitts, 
His people all, the great and small. 

Resolved to **give him fits." 
And when 'twas done, and two. were one, 

The widows of his race. 
Indignant, said that Uncle Fred. 

Had heaped on them disgrace. 
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And then the girls, with native curls, 

At Fredrick held a spite, 
When he forsook them all, and took 

A white girl for his wife ; 
And dame and sire, with kindled ire, 

Denouncing him with vigor. 
Like Topsy, said that Uncle Fred. 

Was ** nuffln but a nigger.'' 

And white folks, too, made much ado 

O'er this negotiation. 
And cursed the sin that dared begin 

Wedded amalgamation. 
And many thought the one who caught 

The bird was less disgraced 
Than poor Miss Pitts, who lost her wits, 

And proved it by her taste. 

But others tried the wrong to hide. 

And, like some creeds, asserted 
That judgment's choice, the mental voice, 

And taste, were all perverted — 
That fate denied the luckless bride 

The willing and the doing; 
And all the shame and all the blame 

Were in the ** giant's " wooing. 

Thus, white and black condemned the lack 

Of fitness in the pair. 
And why should we not all agree 
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About this ** dark '' affair ? 
Don't raise a boom to screen the groom , 

Who Lady Pitts outwitted, 
But pity ber (excuse the slur) 

Who wed the man she Pitted, 

When groom and bride are severed wide 

By color, age and race, 
No marriage rite can hearts unite 

Nor hide the mean embrace. 
Let none upbraid friend Cheyney*s raid 

Against amalgamation, 
Though from one blood, since Noah's flood, 

Come every tribe and nation. 

'Twas Helen, bride of Grecian pride. 

Who caused the Trojan war. 
When Paris bore her safely o'er 

The -^gean tide afar ; 
'Tis Helen now, whose strange, mad vow 

Has saddened sire and mother. 
Who ope's the gate of jealous hate 

'Twixt white and colored brother. 

When freemen white Heaven's curse invite, 

By intermixing races. 
And set the stain — the ** mark of Cain " 

Upon their children's faces. 
Their sweet brown girls can all have curls. 

Nor need to crimp and bangy 
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To give eajch face the idiot grace 
Of an Orang Outang. 

For such a deed let no man plead 

The law of liberty, 
Nor stoop to kiss a darkey Miss 

Because they both are free. 
When black is white and wrong is rigbty 

And reason^ s eye is diniy 
We'll nectar sip from ** Dinah's " lip 

And ** drop this cherished whim.^^ 
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^ULANIA dear, the day is here, 
^^ It's twenty-fifth returning ; 
And still the same undying flame 

Within our hearts is burning. 
Led by thy hand toward Beulah-land, 

Life's down-hill side I'm treading; 
And still with pride I call thee bride. 

On this, our Silver Wedding. 

The day is here — the month — the year — 

Kindred and friends invited. 
Have kindly come to cheer our home, 

And see us re-united. 
A cheerful throng, with mirth and song. 

Sunshine around us shedding. 
Have brought the Priest to make this feast 

Indeed a Silver Wedding. 

Nature designs that kindred minds 
And hearts should be united ;— 
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To nature true, we here renew 
The vows that first we plighted. 

Gladly we meet and warmly greet 
These genial friends and neighbors ; 

We hail each guest — may blessings rest 
Upon your lives and labors. 

Thrice welcome all to-day who call 

In festal mood or manner ; 
But stoic fools of modem schools 

May fast with Doctor Tanner; 
And sordid churls who slight the girls, 

Domestic outlays dreading, 
May hug their gold till they're too old 

For wooing or for wedding. 

Who'er the grace of woman's face 

Beholds with admiration. 
And owns above all wealth her love, 

Should prize this celebration ; 
For when the fair, with dainties rare, 

The banquet board are spreading, 
All men will miss one cup of bliss. 

Who miss a Silver Wedding- 

But Where's the tongue, when we were 
young 

And wintry was the weather — 
The tongue, the hand, that tied the band 

That bound our lives together ? 
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And whereas the voice that said, ** Rejoice ! 

Be true, and falter never ! '* 
The voice, the mind, the heart so kind ? 

They rest in peace forever ! 

And uncle Ben, who now and then 

Was preacher or exhorter, — 
Whose model life, with church and wife, 

Had been too short, if shorter, 
Alas ! to-day is far away,— 

We miss the happy greeting 
That used to cheer our spirits here, 

At many a social meeting. 

Oh! Many a change, sweet, sad and strange, 

Since we together started ! 
And many a soul has reached the goal — 

The home of the departed ; 
We've had our ills — life's ague-chills — 

Misfortunes oft alarm us — 
We've had our joys, like girls and boys — 

Alas, that toys should charm us ! 

Yet through these years of smiles and tears, 

One star has e'er been shining; 
And though each cloud that seemed a 
shroud. 

Has shown the ** silver lining." 
How sad is life, when words of strife 

And bitterness are spoken. 
When love to spite, and bloom to blight 

Are turned, and vows are broken. 
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But free from strife, true wedded life 

Is home benignly given, 
With beams of health and streams of 
wealth, 

And joys akin to heaven. 
(), Star of Love, shine from above, 

Till earth glows fair and vernal — 
Till wrong for right is changed — and night 

For radiance eternal ! 
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GEMS OF POETRY. 



A PRIZE-POEM MAGAZINE. 



dd^UREKA'^ is the joyful cry 

^ Of many a heart that used to sigh, 
And seek for some Olympic die 

To mould his thoughts of poesy. 

** How may a young bard write his name 
High on the gilded scroll of fame ? ** 

He asked, and soon the answer came 
First write in ** Gems of Poetry.** 

Where may the amateur in song 
Defending right, condemning wrong, 

Win laurels from the admiring throng ? 
In native **Gems of Poetry.** 

Where may aesthetic genius find 
The true and beuutiful combined — 
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The lore that stimulates the mind? 
In classic ** Gems of Poetry." 

When all the world looks dark and drear 
And bitter falls the homesick tear, 

What can a stranger's spirit cheer ? 
A glance at ^* Gems of Poetry." 

What can the lonely hours beguile 
Of bachelors unblest the while, 

Who win not woman's lovelit smile ? 
Enchanting ^* Gems of Poetry." 

What gems can charm the maiden's eye, 
Who scorns the heart that e'er would try 

With gold a woman's love to buy ? 
The sparkling *' Gems of Poetry." 

What can the tongue of Slander tame. 
That fans detraction to a flame, 

And dooms the innocent to shame ? 
The warning ** Gems of Poetry." 

What makes the aged gather round 
And listen to the welcome sound, 

Of charming words and thoughts profound? 
The sacred '* Gems of Poetry." 

Speed on ! Through all the nations roam ! 
Reach every hamlet, every home. 
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And blessing shed o*er cot and dome, 
Dear monthly ** Gems of Poetry.** 

A harbinger of good thou art — 

A monitor to mind and heart, 
A talisman, a guide, a chart, 

Inspiring **Gems of Poetry.'* 

True to thy mission and thy plan, 
In moral triumphs lead the van, 

And elevate the race of man. 
In virtue, truth and poetry. 




124 WHY I WRITE. 



WHY I WRITE. 



fHE world is a brilliant arena, 
Where writers of every mould 
Are striving with earnest endeavor, 
For influence, honor, or gold ; 
And few ever aim above fortune or fame — 
But he toils for a shadow, who toils for a name. 

Some men struggle hard for distinction. 

But often thev struggle in vain ; 
I've found it, too soon, without labor. 
But not without sorrow and pain ; 
Not by goodness of heart, or by greatness of 

mind, 
But sadly distinguished, is he who is blind. 

Ah ! mine is misfortune's distinction. 
Not purchased by wielding the pen — 

I would gladly be shome of my titles, 
** Blind singer," ** blind teacher," ** blind 
Ben;" 
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But to sigh and complain would be foolish as 

vain, 
So I'll turn to my theme and continue my strain. 

One author just writes to make money, 

Or rather, to see if he can ; 
One writes to be known and remembered. 
And called by the world a great man ; 
But riches and fame are but phantoms, at best, 
That allure to elude us, and rob us of rest. 

One writes just to see how attractive 

His name upon paper will look ; 
And smiles with complacence to find it 
Adorning some marginal nook ; 
But in writing I find there's more labor than 

fun, — 
So I write just to finish the task I've begun. 

Some, better at writing than thinking, 

Who write because other men do. 
Repeat ancient authors' ideas. 
Changed slightly and fancy them new ; 
And so, in our libraries, many great books 
Are prized not so much for their worth as their 
looks. 

Biographers often make giants 

Of very diminutive men; 
For the virtues not found in their subjects 

They kindly insert with the pen ; 
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But the task I am tasking my brain to prolong, 
Is to see how much truth I can tell in my song. 

And this is the reason I venture, 

In strains less harmonic than true, 
To discourse about other men's motives. 
Because I want something to do ; 
And as my thoughts, like theirs, are old thoughts 

turned about, 
And worn threadbare, you'll gladly excuse me 
no doubt. 
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EVER BECOMING, NEVER BEING. 



BY CLEMENT B. SHAW. 



^N all within the course of year and sun, 
^•f (Wherein all present things are but begun), 
Lies self-defeat— a law of destiny,— 
Precluding that from being which would be. 
For that which seems to be life is not life,- 
'Tis a commingling strange of death and strife ; 
And that which seems to be death is not death, 
But change to ceaseless change, from fleeting 

breath; 
And all realities abide in dreams, — 
All earthly light but in diviner beams 
That wander down from heaven. Nothing 

within 
The utmost world exists ; all things begin 
Forever, and forever end,— no more— 
Ever becoming something ne'er before, 
But never ceasing long enough to be — 
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As shades in visions, that untimely flee. 

Bright glows Aurora*s sun in orient sky. 

And stream and mountain greet his joyous eye ; 

But on he speeds forever ; all we feel 

Is that the hours are passing; and they steal 

Somewhat of life from us, imparting new, 

Changed from the old, perchance, as frost from 

dew, 
Or dew from frost ; and when the sun at last 
Declines, we only know the hours have passed, 
And stolen some fond hope and some deep fear. 
And yet so slowly that we shed no tear. 
And raise no shout of laughter; they have given 
Their own return, — so gradual have riven 
Both cause of smile and sigh, we scarcely know 
If change bears sweeter joy or darker woe. 

A child in joy the butterfly assails. 

And culls the fairest flowerets of the vales 

Around his rural home ; dashes the dew 

From their fre«h cups, and marks the intense 

blue 
Of an all-cloudless sky, watching the herds. 
And glad amid sweet songs of meadow birds ; 
But in the soul of that inconstant child 
The sudden wind*s low sighing, and the wild 
Refrain of moaning sea, wake thoughts of death. 
His peace is troubled, and the quickened breath 
And crepitant pulsations speak how life, 
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Though fair, is yet imbued with restless strife. 
To childhood*s heart no joy is permanent. 
But darts in mystic gleamings, wildly sent 
As from unworldly worlds— then speeds away; 
So hath its grief but momentary stay; 
The power that wakened joy or grief, now fails, 
And when it would be fixed, are set the sails 
That waft is oflF forever. 

All we see 
Exists but as beginning endlessly, 
And endlessly dissolving. All we call 
Existence is a flux, — a wavering, all, — 
That perishes eternally and flows. 
And ebbs and flows again. Rest com,es and goes, 
Never itself at rest ; the powers of Heaven 
Have no material things no quiet given ; 
The ocean howls in madness at the storms 
That lash his bosom, shrieking o*er the forms 
Where Peace alone should hover. Not a tree 
Above, or weed below the briny sea 
Hath rest — hath life— but in life's constant loss, 
And the supplanting of a falling dross. 

Our secret thoughts are ceasing evermore. 
And evermore beginning. Never before 
Have we reflected, felt and willed as now; 
Never again the same, June decks the bough. 
As slowly as in sunny seasons grows 
The grass of fields, our thoughts, both in repose, 
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Perchance, and action, change; for changed are 

they 
Each instant, though the process be so gray 
And shadowy as to elude our sense, \ 
Foil consciousness and all its evidence ; 
And they who erewhile wept forget to weep. 
And who too long have slept are tired of sleep; 
So slowly melt the paling stars away. 
When the first glean of mom proclaims the day. 

Perhaps thou dreadst the morrow — ah, the 

morrow ! 
But long anticipated sea of sorrow 
Doth scarce seem other than the river's tide 
Whence we have seaward sailed. Oft hast thou 

sighed 
For some ideal bliss, but ere the hour. 
Steals silently a shadow o'er its power. 
In spring we overprize the violet. 
The verdancy of valleys, but forget 
Their fairness in a day ; and not again 
Are they so lovely as they would have been. 
Had not their beauty waned in the long hours 
Of their becoming fair. Hope that is ours, 
Like Fear, creeps to his own grave damp with 

tears; 
And they who feared erewhile forget their fears. 
And who too long have slept are tired of sleep. 
And souls ttat freest wept have ceased to weep. 

The tongue of scolding woman, like a clock, 
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Will run down, checked by self; he, like rock. 
Who hears all unconcerned, will sometime move 
Fatigued by very sloth, though not by love. 
Love's loveliness, they say, and hate, grow old, 
Losing intensity, as winter's cold. 
Material force doth friction swift arrest ; 
By its own weariness is dulled the zest 
Of mind's activity. Impetuous grief 
A torpor beareth for its own relief — 
A dimness, as of mist upon a sky, 
Chilling the buds of anguish, that they die. 
Fre languor scarce its troubled waves can roll 
Sleep spreads his deadening pinions o'er the soul; 
Ere torturing pains distract us with their throes. 
Unconsciousness in mercy brings repose. 
We waver ere the good is realized 
Unsatisfied with that we should have prized. 
So things that wake our pleasure wake our 

pain ; 
Hope of the fair is by the fair one slain ; 
And when the blossoms pour their fragrant 

breath. 
They're whirled by winds afar, to strew the 

grave of death. 

Alas ! what is the underlying power 

On earth, immutable from hour to hour ? 

Say, how may that substratum constant be, 

Varied in attributes eternally ? 

If all things every instant thus are changed. 

And unity from its own self estranged. 
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Although existence but involve the least 
Continuance of state, what can exist ? 
Ah, that which seems to be life is not life, 
But mystic unity of death and strife. 

She knelt beside the form of him whose sight 
Discerned, as through a silvery veil, thq light 
Of a supernal land. The slow hours waned 
To eventide ; the watcher's heart was pained 
By each fast-failing breath, while Death's dark 

shade 
Hovered with mournful menace o'er his head. 
But when 'twas past, so calm, so deep his sleep. 
That, gazing on the face, she could not weep; — 
The pang so long approaching never came, 
Or vanquished ere it could receive a name. 
The grief of death doth at that moment flee — 
Succeeding grief is that of memory. 

The present instant terminates our joy ; 
Whate'er hath been or will be, is the toy 
Of its own time. Past things are ended all, — 
Future begun not ; infinitely small 
The time wherein we see, hear, feel and know. 
Wherein all thoughts and scenes incessant ebb 
and flow. 

Is this the secret of earth's wild unrest? 
Of hidden cares, by which we are oppressed ? 
This, all that makes life meaningless and void ? 
This, the deceit whereby are hopes decoyed ? 
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The ground of all is dark mortality, 
Whose crowning glory is almost to see 
The unseen, and insatiate, try in vain 
The realm where absolute Truth and Knowledge 
reign. 

Silent and slow wither the brows of age ; 
And while life yet remains, is dimmed the page 
Of their far morning fame. Fewer the tears, 
Each day, that would be shed around their 

biers ; 
And slower, slower than the mapleleaves 
Are changed in autumn, the Destroyer weaves 
The chaplets of their rest. When past recall, 
Grief-drops, at their fount frozen, never fall. 
And they are gone — Death only was availing; 
Pallid the brows are, that through life were 

paling. 

The ultimate end of life 'twere hard to tell, 
Where all men ever are about to dwell 
In some ftTiition, — thirsting by cool streams, — 
Starving mid fairest fruits wherewith earth 

teems. 
The days we never see are strangely fair ; 
Delusion makes us blest, and kills our care. 
Ah ! they are happy who have not yet learned 
That Fate's a tjn-ant, and hath always spurned 
Ere long his trusting spirits. Wert thou free 
In all besides, in this thou couldst not be : 
To be as thou desirest. In thy power 
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Abideth but volition. Evermore 

The wings of Hope grow icy in the beam ; 

The moss of years, by vale and mount and 

stream, 
Enwraps the silence of his secret graves, 
Where no deep sigh is heaved, no willow waves, 
And where no wild-bird weepeth. All the power 
Of angels or of demons, that can cower 
The mightiest soul, cannot encompass years 
Or days, without a moment. All our fears 
And longings live but now. That aged man 
In sadness gazes o'er the dark-brown span 
Of years to distant youth, nor sees the time 
When he grew old, or lost the young life's prime. 
And we are changed ;— all empty was the dream- 
ing! 
Out are the tapers that in youth were gleaming. 

As an unusual beam, in summer-day. 

Far down a secret vale may chance to stray 

O'er some lone fern, — or fall through winter 

vine 
Upon the coldness of a marble shrine, — 
Unseemly thus the thought of earthly rest ; 
This world, with all its bliss, leaves us unblest. 
Hark ! What reproving call comes to our ears ? 
'Tis the deep voice of the eternal years. 
For that which seems to be life is not life, 
But a strange unity of death and strife ; 
And that which seems to be death is not death. 
But crowning purpose of all mortal breath ! 
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FAREWELL ADDRESS. 



BY B. R. SHAW. 



Delivered to the members of Co. K, 16th Reg*t. O. V. I., Oct. 

8th, 1861. Given here by request of some of 

the surviving members. 



Volunteers : 

No ordinary occasion has called together in 
our (juiet village so large a concourse of citizens, 
manifesting as they do, such mingled emotions 
of hope and sorrow, of love and sympathy. 
What means this vast assemblage of sorrowing . 
hearts and anxious faces? What mean these 
stiffled sighs and startling tears ? — have we met 
to pay our last tribute ofrespect to the remains 
of an honored friend? No, we have come up 
hither from every quarter, old men and matrons, 
young men and maidens, impelled by common 
interests, our patriotic love, and deep, undying 
devotion to the principles of our republican in- 
stitutions, to render honor to whom honor is 
due, to cheer and animate, to thank and bless 
our gallant, self-sacrificing sons and brothers 
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who have so nobly responded to the call of free- 
dom, and enrolled their names among her brave 
defenders. We have come to speak to you, 
words of love and endearment, of counsel and 
encouragement, and to bid you, in the name of 
Freedom's God, a sad but hopeful farewell. 

I am no orator, as you well know. I am the 
humblest man among you, unlearned and un- 
pretending, and wholly unaccustomed to public 
speaking, and no other occasion could have fur- 
nished a sufficient impulse to inspire me with 
self-confidence to address an intelligent audi- 
ence like this. But when our gracious govern- 
ment is threatened with overthrow by armed in- 
vaders, when our starred banner is trailed in 
the dust and trampled upon by traitors, when 
hoards of vandal hirelings with proud usurpers 
at their head, are marching to destroy our Cap- 
ital and lay waste our beautiful cities, to dese- 
crate our homes, and transform our faithful 
mothers and fair daughters into menial slaves, 
every school-boy should be an orator, and every 
honest man, whose circumstances do not strictly 
forbid it, should be a willing soldier. 

And now brave volunteers, if I know the sen- 
timent of my own heart, I realize my sad and 
humiliating misfortune more deeply and keenly 
at this time than ever before, for the very reason 
that it denies me the privilege of sharing with 
you on freedom's battle-field, its toils, its perils, 
its glories, and the prayers often thousand holy 
mothers for your safety and success. And 
although I am thus sternly forbidden to accom- 
pany you on your high and holy mission, yet I 
wish to give you the assurance of my warmest 
sympathy for the good cause in which you have 
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engaged, and my heart-felt admiration of your 
conduct, in thus setting a noble and praise- 
worthy example for all true patriots. 

And here let me pledge you, that during your 
absence I will toil in my humble sphere to the 
best of my poor ability, for the encouragement 
of that cause, which you so freely and magnan- 
imously oflFer your life-blood to maintain ; and 
on your long and toilsome marches my hearths 
best blessings shall go with you. 

There is no one too humble to render valuable 
and efficient service to his country in these peri- 
lous times. 

The most obscure and illiterate possess some 
influence if they will but use it in a right direc- 
tion. 

We have all a work to do, a duty to perform, 
a country to save. He who does not love his 
country does not love his children, his parents, 
nor his God. And he who is not willing to peril 
his life in defense of that country, when it is 
invaded by enemies, is unworthy the proud title 
of an American citizen. 

And I fear there is too much listlessness 
and apathy on the part of some of our young 
men. I fear they are deceiving themselves with 
the false illusion that our enemies are not seek- 
ing to destroy our Government and make our 
freemen slaves. I fear they do not realize the 
necessity of immediate and united action. So 
the poor, good-natured, chicken-hearted, affec- 
tionate fellows remain quietly at home, clinging 
to their dear sister's crinoline, and making des- 
pesate charges upon the good things of their 
mother's pantry, with no better reason than 
their miserly love of riches, or their pussillani- 
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mous dread of secession bullets, while thous- 
of noble hearted patriotic young men are away 
upon the battle-plain fighting for their liberties. 
ThejT do not seem to possess enough manly 
dignity and intelligence to appreciate the bless- 
ings of a free government, nor sufficient pene- 
tration to perceive that when the struggle is 
over they will meet the justly merited scorn of 
their countrymen. And when we urge them to 
volunteer, they reply with a very self-complais- 
ant air, **0,it would kill my mother,'' **it would 
make my sister crazy," or *4t would alienate 
the aflFections of my sweet-heart.'' — What won- 
derful specimens of affection and gallantry! 
And when we tell them their philosophy is 
false, that their friends are no better than the 
friends of all the noble patriots who are now 
offering themselves upon the altar of their coun- 
try ; that their attachments are no stronger ; 
that their loved ones will be true to them in 
their absence, and love them better on their 
return for proving themselves worthy of that 
love ; that their mothers and sisters will not 
droop and die, but will live on in patriotic pride 
till they return crowned with honor; they 
excuse themselves from the duty and respon- 
sibility that every true American should feel, 
by telling us the war was unnecessary; 
that it was caused by our refusal to compro- 
mise. It is not the part of wisdom, expedience, 
or patriotism, to stop at this hour and ask 
what caused the war. That question has been 
discussed too much already. It is sufficient for 
us to know that war has come upon us with all 
its dread realities, and it is our duty to prose- 
cute it vigorously till our country is safe. But 
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we are asked what caused the war. It requires 
no argument to answer the question. It was 
simply a refusal on the part of a minority, to 
submit to the rule of a ^majority. Our Govern- 
ment is a Republic — Its fundamental principle 
is, that a majority shall rule. We have strictly 
adhered to this principle for upwards of four 
score years, and peace and prosperity have been 
the happy results. But less than a year ago a 
lar^e minority refused to submit to a large 
majority, and they rebelled. This was the 
direct and immediate cause of the war. Who 
will deny it? — But we are told there was a 
cause back of this. What was it? It was the 
restless ambition of political demagogues — it 
was sin — it was slavery. 

The Devil rebelled in Heaven, and there was a 
cause back of that. It was sin. What made 
him sin? You may answer that question who 
wish to apologize for secession. 

But I will say in this connection, that secess- 
ionists are at least one degree worse than that 
old fallen angel. Here is the evidence. He 
rebelled against the authorities of Heaven. He 
is a rebel. They rebelled against the authori- 
ties of the United States. They are rebels. So 
far they are equal. But we are nowhere in- 
formed that the Devil had taken the oath of 
allegience and sworn to support the Constitu- 
tion of Heaven; whereas, Davis, Wigfall, Floyd, 
Toombs, and their associates were all in high 
office ; their oath to support the Constitution 
was fresh upon their lips while they were plot- 
ting to destroy the Government they had thus 
sworn to support; and they stand perjured 
traitors before God and man. They struck the 
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first blow, they fired the first gun, they forced 
the war upon us, and our cause is just and holy. 
Let this thought, brave volunteers, nerve your 
hearts and strengthen your arms, to deal blows 
thick and fast at traitors on the field of conflict. 
Remember you are going to fight for the perpet- 
uation of our free institutions, and for the 
honor of that flag which Washington bore 
through a seven years' struggle for independ- 
ence. Remember you are going to secure free 
homes to the loved ones you are leaving, and to 
yourselves and children when you shall return 
from the conflict with victory perched upon 
your standard. And when you meet the enemy 
in deadly combat, remember he is fighting to 
rob you of your liberty, that sacred inheritance 
purchased for you by the life-blood of your 
fathers. Remember he is fighting to extend the 
blighting, withering curse of slavery over the 
whole domain of the free North ; to build up 
here a proud and haughty aristocracy, and to 
reduce you and your children to a condition 
little better than absolute slavery. Who has 
the effrontery to say that this is not the ultimate 
object of these base rebel leaders, these boasted 
knights of chivalry? Have they not pro- 
nounced you ** greasy mechanics," ** mud-sills of 
society,'' unfit to exercise the right of suffrage, 
and unworthy to associate with high-minded, 
talented gentlemen? Have they not boasted 
that **the slave-driver should crack his whip on 
Bunker Hill?" Shall he? Never! Let the 
united response of twenty million of people be, 
never! never! Then go, brave men, and unite 
your destinies with the marshalled thousands 
already in the field, and win for yourselves and 
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your country imperishable glory. And while 
you are thus absent, let us hope that all true 
men who remain at home, will be active and 
vigilant in the same good cause. We have trait- 
ors among us, who are clamoring for peace and 
compromise with armed rebellion. 

The only argument that such men are capable 
of appreciating, is a comfortable coat of tar and 
feathers ; although I would not be understood 
as advocating this mode of procedure; and yet, 
I confess I have but little patience with those 
who favor or encourage this accursed doctrine 
of secession, byword or deed. It is lamentable, 
but not strange, that some among us, bearing 
the image of men, should have allowed political 
feuds and party prejudice to obliterate from 
their minds every sentiment of honor or patri- 
otism; but, that one of these bright beings, 
whom the poet calls ** stars of creation, images 
of love," should be found in our community 
sympathizing with this infamous rebellion, is in- 
deed a matter of surprise. Yet, we have reason 
to believe there are some of this class of ladies 
among us, who avail themselves of every oppor- 
tunity to discourage their friends and neighbors 
from enlisting in the service of their country, 
when it is toppling upon the brink of ruin. But 
we console ourselves with the reflection that 
their number is small, and their influence very 
limited. For them, we have no word of coun- 
sel ; but if one of their unfortunate husbands is 
present, and on his return home to-night his 
courage should be tested by the appearance of 
half a dozen hobgoblins in the road before him, 
we would advise him to speak to them in the 
language of one of our old revolutionary sold- 
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lers on a similar occasion. His wife was slightly 
tinctured with toryism, and besides, was not 
the most amiable and agreeable companion. 
Contrary to her wishes, he had served his 
country through the war, which had just closed, 
and had acquired the reputation of being a 
stranger to fear. But a few of his young neigh- 
bors determined to test his courage; so, wrap- 
ping themselves in sheets one dark night, they 
stationed themselves by the roadside, in a piece 
of woods where they knew the old gentleman 
would have to pass on his return from town. 
On his approach, they glided softly into the road 
before him. Stopping a few paces distant, and 
looking at them for a moment, he said, very de- 
liberately, **Well, if you are angels I know you 
won't hurt me ; and if you are men, God knows 
I don't fear the face of clay ; and if you are 
devils, come along home with me, I married 
your sister.'* But pardon this digression. 

I am here in behalf of this large audience, and 
especially these noble fathers and mothers, who 
have so freely given up their sons to fight our 
country's battles. I am here to tender to you 
their sympathies, their thanks, their blessings 
and their prayers ; and to assure you, the hope 
and pride of their firesides, that you have en- 
deared yourselves to them ten-fold, by proving 
that you are brave sons, worthy the name of 
true Americans, who will never allow yourselves 
to act the part of dastardly, cringing slaves. 
And when far away upon the field of honor, I 
charge you by the love you bear your parents, 
for their kind care and counsels, and bj'- the 
memory of all the sacred associations that will 
then cluster around the saddened homes you 
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now are leaving, be a noble band of brothers, 
true to each other at all times, and under all the 
trying circumstances through which you maybe 
called to pass. Though to your enemies you are 
the death-dealing instruments of justice, be to 
your friends the ministering angels of mercy. 
And when one of your number is visited with 
sickness and suffering, be ever ready to bestow 
upon him the kindness and counsel of a father, 
the attention and tenderness of a brother. 
Make him feel that you are endeavoring to sup- 
ply him with the best possible substitute, for 
what will surely then be the most earnest desire 
of his heart, the kind care of a faithful mother, 
the soothing accents of a gentle sister, or the 
tender sympathies of a loving wife. And 
whether upon the tented plain, or on the field of 
blood, where death- winged messengers are fly- 
ing, let the memory of these loved ones, and the 
joys and endearments of your far-off home, in- 
spire your hearts with resolution and courage, 
to perform all your responsible duties in a man- 
ner becoming the dignity and honor of true men 
and brave soldiers. And we trust that the 
struggle will be short and decisive ; that ere 
another Spring shall dawn, our glorious old flag 
will float from the dome of every State capitol 
in the South, and wave triumphantly above the 
scarred and smoky walls of Sumter; that the 
Goddess of Liberty will hover again over a 
brave and free people, whom the lawless hordes 
ol tyrants vainly strove to conquer; and that 
you will return crowned with fadeless laurels, 
bringing hearts as free from stain as the dear 
old flag you have rescued from the ruthless 
. hands of traitors ; and the ladies, with open 
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arms, happy hearts and smiling faces, will wel- 
come you back to free, glad homes, and strew 
your pathway with flowers. And if any among 
you are destined never to return, your friends 
and neighbors will rear to your memories a 
monument of marble that shall be as enduring 
as your native hills ; and upon it shall be in- 
scribed your glorious deeds, in characters that 
shall bid defiance to Time's corroding fingers ; 
and beside it shall be planted the cypress and 
the willow, beneath wnose sacred shade our 
children's children shall come in future ages, to 
venerate your name and bless your memories. 
Then go, brave men, and take with you our 
farewell blessing ; and though our bosoms are 
wrung with anguish at this sad parting, we 
will fill the vacant chambers in our hearts with 
patriotic love, and live on sunny hopes till you 
return. 







I! 



^ 



